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P VVHEN the winds of March are blowing and 
playing tricks with one’s apparel, is it any won- 
* r "“~ der that the eye of the passer-by is caught by 

such an attractive boot as the Sorosis ? At this season 
one must have a sure footing, if falls or accidents are to be 
avoided, and a firm step is a mark of Sorosis wearers every¬ 
where, for perfection of fit gives that sure foothold which 
an ill-fitting boot renders impossible. Sorosis is the only 
shoe of which every part is made rights and lefts , and is so 
wkm modeled as to prevent that only too common 
W fault—a flattening of the arch of the foot 


Everywhere in America the price of 
Sorosis still remains at $3.50 per pair. 
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His Auspicious Assignment.* 

BY GUY WETMORE CARRYL. 

RATCLIFF heaved a sigh of relief as the 
of the fussy little lake steamer swung in 
ird the short wooden pier that had just crept 
view from behind a point of land. The 
-August afternoon had been deliciously cool 
clear, but even the beauties of Lake Con¬ 
stance on such a day cannot compensate for twenty-four hours of 
almost continuous travel in the cramped and not too pleasingly per¬ 
fumed interior of Continental corridor cars. Five years of service 
as a Planet correspondent had taught Ratcliff many things, and 
among them philosophy, but the latter did not extend to cheerful 
submission to cabled instructions which sent him flying from Paris 
at an hour’s notice and left a prospective hostess in the Rue du 
GfSnfsral Foy to solve as best she might the problem of providing a 
fourteenth guest for the dinner table. And the exasperation of 
his sudden departure was magnified by a wearisome, dusty journey 
up the Rhine to Constance, where he had transferred his satchel 
and himself to the little steamer which took him up the lake to his 
destination. It was a highly disgruntled young man who now 
stood on the forward deck and watched the town of Wilhelms- 
hafen growing larger as it drew nearer. 

* Copyright, 1902, by The Shorts tory Publishing Company All rights reserved. 
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What to Ratcliffs way of thinking was the most dispiriting 
feature of the whole matter lay in his conviction that the mission 
upon which he had been thus peremptorily dispatched was, in the 
first instance, in the nature of a wild-goose chase, and, secondly, 
not worth doing in any event. A German count with an unpar¬ 
donable name, who had invented, and was upon the point of put¬ 
ting to proof, a monster war balloon, which, after the manner of 
such contrivances, would no doubt collapse and fall into the lake 
some fifteen seconds after its ascent — surely this was a puerile 
enough affair to be deemed worthy of the attention of the great 
American public, the 44 G. P.,” as it was commonly denominated in 
the big office on Park Row, whence the orders had come. But, 
futile or not, orders were orders, and there is no better trained 
soldier than this same type of foreign correspondent who lives on 
the end of a cable and does 41 Right about face ” or 44 Forward 
march,” as the case may be, whenever an omnipotent editor sees fit 
to tap the key at the other end. 

In a spirit of somewhat rebellious surrender to the mandate of 
the inevitable, Ratcliff took from his valise a well-worn Baedeker 
and fell to studying it. For there are three grades of European 
traveller: one that cannot move hand or foot without previously 
consulting that stupefying compendium of information, another 
that is not aware that a little knowledge is a dangerous thing and 
so scorns its guidance utterly, and a third that has discovered that, 
like all other modern conveniences, the guide-book is alternately 
intolerable and indispensable, and so finds it in the way once in a 
while and worth while once in a way. Ratcliff was of the third 
class. Experience had taught him not only independence of his 
second-hand 44 Southern Germany,” but also indifference to ridicule 
if he saw fit to fall back upon its aid. From it, therefore, he ex¬ 
tracted the information that Wilhelmshafen was a town of some 
three thousand inhabitants, celebrated only as the site of baths and 
as boasting a summer residence of the King of Wiirtemberg. 
Furthermore, he learned that the best hostelry was the HStel 
d’Angleterre. Then he shut the guide-book abruptly and replaced 
it in his valise. 

44 Another town where nothing has happened since the year 
One,” he said to himself, and so prepared to go ashore. 


HIS AUSPICIOUS ASSIGNMENT. 


s 


The Hdtel d’Angleterre, so called because the proprietor spoke 
English which sounded like German-French, and French which 
bore a striking resemblance to German-English, stood with stolid 
gravity on a comer of the main street staring solemnly out over a 
small garden and the wide slate-gray lake to the dim peaks of the 
Swiss Alps, touched now with a faint pink reflection of the setting 
sun. There was a large squat pot of flowers on each side of the 
narrow entrance, and on the steps a fat flaxen-haired infant was 
making futile clutches at a magnificent greyhound which at each 
effort of its tormentor moved away a pace or two with an air of 
supreme fatigue. Ratcliff delivered his valise to a greasy but 
amiable waiter, and with characteristic promptitude came to close 
quarters with the landlord, who emerged from the dim recess of 
his dingy office. The little information he desired was soon 
learned. Yes, a room ? Naturally. A large one looking on the 
lake. And the Herr was hungry ? Naturally. So dinner would 
be ready in half an hour. So. Bitte ? But naturally. The tele¬ 
graph-office was there, to the right. So ! 

Ratcliff had only to advise the Planet of his address, and was 
already in view of the hotel again when two carriages swung 
sharply around a distant corner and whirled down upon him at a 
rapid pace. He had only time to appreciate the essential details: 
a pair of outriders in gaudy liveries, superb chestnut carriage 
horses driven by a postilion, and, on the rear seat a shrewd-eyed, 
gray-bearded old man, with a gray cloak flung about his shoulders; 
a second carriage containing four officers with guns in their 
hands. Then the cavalcade swept past and he was left transfixed 
with astonishment and half-blinded by a swirl of dust. 

44 Quite the gay old duck! ” said Ratcliff irreverently, rubbing 
his eyes. 44 Postilions — outriders — a whole chapter out of 4 The 
Prisoner of Zenda! * ” 

Resuming his way, he was suddenly aware that a third carriage, 
which had been following in the wake of the other two, had drawn 
up before the Hfitel d’Angleterre, and was apparently discharging 
its occupants into the very arms of the officious proprietor and the 
greasy waiter. Quickening his steps, he had a glimpse of an 
elderly gentleman in uniform and a girl in a trim walking costume 
vanishing into the doorway, and, a moment later, as he came up 
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to the hotel he found the entrance blocked up with rugs, gun- 
cases and a huge luncheon basket, which a chambermaid and a 
smug-faced personage in black, who bore the word 44 valet ” written 
large on eveiy detail of his dress and bearing, presently fell upon 
and bore triumphantly up the narrow stairs. 

On this occasion any inquiries on Ratcliff’s part would have 
been wholly superfluous. The landlord met him at the door, fairly 
bursting with importance. 

44 You saw heem — yes ? — no ? ” he began. 44 Dot vas ze Keeng! ” 

“Ah?” said Ratcliff. 

44 So I And he who goes een vas Graf von Schwalbenstein. And 
viz heem hees taughter.” 

44 Ah ? ” said Ratcliff again. 

Philosophy was not the only thing which experience had taught 
him. There was also prudence. For the moment there appeared 
to be no necessity of acquainting his voluble host with the inter¬ 
esting circumstance that Count von Schwalbenstein was precisely 
the person he had travelled some four hundred miles to see. For 
of journalism, as of valor, discretion is by far the better part. 

Therefore Ratcliff gave his domicile as Paris and concealed his 
profession under that most convenient and non-commital of 
French words, rentier . He dined in solitary state, for beside him¬ 
self, the Count and his daughter were the only guests of the 
HStel d’Angleterre, and the King’s carriage which had brought 
them back from the hunt waited at the door and presently whirled 
them off again to dine with His Majesty of Wiirtemberg. 

Ratcliff spent the evening walking by the lake, pipe in mouth, 
planning out his task. That it was no sinecure he was sufficiently 
familiar with European army methods to appreciate. Your Conti¬ 
nental military man is apt to look with small favor upon a journal¬ 
ist, even though he be of his own nationality. When, in addition, 
it is the latter’s mission to pry into the whys and wherefores of 
fortifications, numerical force, or, as in the present instance, war 
balloons, and, moreover, he is a foreigner and comes armed with 
a note book and a correspondent’s camera, his reception is liable 
to be distinguished by a superlative lack of cordiality. The as¬ 
signment was far from being to Ratcliff’s liking. Born of a con¬ 
servative race and reared upon the doctrine that inquisitiveness is 
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the unpardonable social sin, there were moments when the persis¬ 
tent prying which was of necessity so large a part of his profession 
filled him with unspeakable disgust. He had what is for a re¬ 
porter the uncomfortable faculty of putting himself in his victim’s 
place, and could not be blind to the probable existence in the 
latter’s mind of a well-nigh irresistible impulse to throw the in¬ 
truder down the most convenient flight of stairs. It was absurd, 
he told himself, to be ashamed of the object which had lodged him 
beneath the same roof with the unsuspecting Von Schwalbenstein, 
but ashamed he was, none the less. But there was no use in 
worrying over it. The thing simply had to be done. 

Ratcliff took the cablegram of the New York Planet from his 
pocket and re-read it in the deepening gray of the long south 
German twilight. It was short and to the point. 


Go Wllhelmshafen. Cover Schwalbenstein 
balloon. Full details. Photographs. Kush. 


It was signed “ Finn,” and as Ratcliff read the name he seemed 
to see that dry, despotic little person, with his shabby clothes and 
his brown face, wrinkled like an English walnut, sitting at his 
desk in the Planet office, wreathed with cigarette smoke, and dis¬ 
patching the men under his control on all sorts of unpleasant 
errands, in all kinds of unpleasant places, with as much emotion 
as might be displayed by a well-regulated machine-gun. 

“ Unclean little animal! ” said the correspondent, affectionately. 
“Lord! I wish he could be saddled with some of the jobs lie 
hands out so complacently to other fellows.” 

And with this amiable reflection he knocked the ashes out of 
his pipe and went off to bed. 

Ratcliff was up betimes in the morning and after he had break¬ 
fasted and put a few judicious questions to the landlord he 
secured a promising looking bicycle from a little shop near at 
hand, and, strapping his camera to the handle-bar, set off along the 
lake in search of the floating shed in which he knew Count von 
Schwalbenstein’s balloon to be receiving its final touches. At 
first he missed his way and went far beyond the desired point, 
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out along a flat and winding road which led him to the very 
frontier of the kingdom, where stood an imposing iron post 
whereon the arms of Wiirtemberg and Baden were blazoned back 
to back, marking the boundary line, and a single dragoon sat 
motionless upon his horse, staring off across the level fields like a 
sketch by Edouard Detaille. But on the way back he found the 
object of his search, a narrow gateway, surmounted by a large and 
terrifying sign, whereon in thick black letters was the com¬ 
forting information that trespassers would be punished by a fine, 
imprisonment, and subsequent banishment from the kingdom of 
Wiirtemberg. But Ratcliff was not an American journalist for 
nothing. He read this imposing proclamation through atten¬ 
tively, and then, with a slight shrug of his broad shoulders, 
slipped his bicycle through the narrow opening, and, trundling it 
beside him, swung rapidly down the path which led from the 
gateway to the shore of the lake. The results of this move were 
not, however, proportionate in magnitude to its audacity. At the 
water’s edge stood a huge temporary workshop of unpainted wood 
with padlocked doors and closely shuttered windows and a 
thousand yards or so from shore was anchored the long floating 
shed which Ratcliff knew must contain the all-important balloon. 
From this a faint sound of hammering came across the water, but 
there was no boat or other means of approach visible, so he was 
forced to content himself with a couple of snap-shots of his sur¬ 
roundings, and then remounted the slope and rode slowly back 
to the hotel. Evidently nothing was to be gained by stealth. 
His sole possible source of information was the Count himself. 

Forced to accept the alternative, Ratcliff lost no time in making 
the first move, and after luncheon, having scribbled upon his card 
a request for an interview, he enclosed it in an envelope, and, after 
carefully sealing the latter for fear of prying eyes, summoned the 
landlord and ordered his note to be taken at once to the Count. 

44 But—” said the landlord. 

44 Do as I tell you,” said Ratcliff calmly. 

It was not until evening that he received a reply, which came in 
the form of a verbal communication on the part of the smug-faced 
valet, and was to the effect that the Graf von Schwalbenstein 
would receive the Herr Ratcliff in his rooms at once. 
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The Count’s apartments were the most sumptuous the H8tel 
d’Angleterre could boast — not too emphatic commendation, if the 
truth must be told — and, when Ratcliff entered, the Count him¬ 
self was seated near the window, by a large table covered with 
books and papers. He was a short, thick-set man with a pointed 
gray beard, round, startled eyes, and fat, nervous hands that fid¬ 
geted continually with whatever trifles happened to be in their 
reach. Opposite to him at the table sat his daughter, bent low 
over some writing. She was dressed now in a white gown of 
severe simplicity belted in at the waist with black velvet ribbon, 
and, almost before he had seen her father, Ratcliff had observed 
that her hands were very white and slender, that her hair was of a 
ruddy bronze and that she had its usual accompaniment of a clear 
complexion dappled with delicate pink. He was not ordinarily an 
impressionable man, Ratcliff, and a life of constant dealing with 
the actualities of journalism had left him little time for flights of 
romantic fancy. But it is the staunchest tree on which the light¬ 
ning leaves its most indelible mark, and Ratcliff had not been in 
the Count’s drawing-room five seconds before he was heels over 
head in love. So much for philosophy. 

It was the Count who broke the silence. He spoke in German, 
fingering Ratcliff’s card nervously the while, and shook his head in 
a hopeless fashion when the correspondent floundered desperately 
through a few phrases of the vernacular in reply. 

44 Ich spreche nicht sehr gut Deutsch, mein Herr Graf. Verste- 
hen Sie nicht Franzosisch oder Englisch ? ” 

44 Nein, mein Herr,” said the Count, and then added, with a sug¬ 
gestion of hesitation, 44 aber meine Tochter — ” 

Then the Fraulein von Schwalbenstein looked up, and if any 
links were lacking in the so unexpected chain which sarcastic fate 
had woven about the heart of Amos Ratcliff, these were then and 
there supplied by his discovery that her eyes were deep violet and 
her voice of an extraordinary low purity and sweetness. 

44 You are English?” she said, with a barely perceptible accent. 
44 No? American? Well, it is all the same; I can translate for 
you. You wish to see my father ? ” 

With a sudden and curiously unfamiliar consciousness of pleas¬ 
ure in this unexpected turn to the situation Ratcliff made his mis- 


8 


HIS AUSPICIOUS ASSIGNMENT. 


sion plain. The news of Count von Schwalbenstein’s mammoth 
airship had spread, he told her, even to his far country and by the 
people of New York the invention was thought to be of so much 
interest that the editor of the great newspaper he served had sent 
him from Paris to Wilhelmshafen for the sole purpose of learning 
about it all that it was possible to learn. 

As he was talking, there came into his mind a whimsical fancy 
that in quality his speech was much akin to that of a missionary 
speaking to savages of things they had never seen, and he felt that 
it would have been quite in accord with the tone of what he was 
saying to refer to Finn as the 44 Great White Father” or something 
equally symbolical. But the whole experience: Wilhelmshafen it¬ 
self, the King, wrapped in his gray cloak, the postilions and out¬ 
riders, the solitary vedette on the frontier — finally, this stuffy 
little German room, this thick-set, nervous old gentleman with his 
restless hands and his handsome uniform of dark green, and this 
slender, ruddy-haired girl to whom he was speaking — all seemed 
part of a world wholly apart from and stranger to the humdrum, 
busy life of New York, and the latter appeared to be in need of in¬ 
terpretation of the most careful and yet simplest kind, if it was to 
be understood at all by those in whose presence he found himself. 
His own reflection of the foregoing day — 44 a whole chapter out of 
4 The Prisoner of Zenda’” — had recurred to him more than once, 
and each time seemed more apt. In truth, Yon Schwalbenstein 
might well have passed for Colonel Sapt, and as for his daughter 
— she was Fla via to the very life, with her bronze hair and her 
stately carriage, and her deep, serious eyes I 

To her rapidly spoken translation of Ratcliff’s words the Count 
was now replying, and it required no consummate command of 
German for the American to appreciate that his mission was taken 
in anything but a gracious or compliant spirit. Yon Schwalben- 
stein’s remarks were plentifully besprinkled with such inauspicious 
phrases as “ Ich kann es nicht langer ertragen,” and 44 ein fur 
allemal,” and “erziihle ihm das von mir!” and at the end he 
plunged into his papers again with the air of one whom nothing 
could induce to turn from them a second time. 

The faintest possible hint of amusement lay in Fraulein von 
Schwalbenstein’s eyes as she translated her father’s words in turn. 
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44 I’m afraid it’s quite useless,” she said, not without a sugges¬ 
tion of regret. 44 My father has been much beset by journalists, 
and so he is a little impatient of them. Besides, the secret is not 
wholly his; the King does not wish the balloon shown until it 
makes its first ascent. I am sorry.” 

It was not Ratcliff's way to be discouraged by a first denial. 
He had come with flying colors out of too many apparently hope¬ 
less situations for that. But in this cool, unimpassioned summary 
of the Count’s refusal he seemed to have run up against an abso¬ 
lutely impenetrable wall. The very simplicity of its logic made 
it completely unanswerable. 

44 I, too, am very sorry,” he answered. 44 I have come a long 
way to get this information, and, after all, I cannot but think that 
your father’s wisest course would be to let me have as much of it 
as possible from his own lips. If he were to let me see the airship, 
take such photographs as I have need of, and would himself ex¬ 
plain to me his methods and his plans, he could at least be sure 
that the facts would be put clearly and accurately before the read¬ 
ers of my paper. It was with that idea in mind that I came to 
him directly in the matter. His decision leaves but one course 
open to me. You will understand that, in a way, I am a soldier, 
too, and as much bound to obey the orders of my editor as is your 
father to comply with the wishes of the King. I shall cable the 
Count’s decision to New York to-night, but I am quite sure as to 
what the reply will be — ” and he paused. 

44 What will it be ? ” asked the girl. 

44 To secure the story, whether or no, and, since I am not able 
to get the necessary photographs with your father’s consent and 
the necessary facts on his authority, to use my camera as I see fit 
and come as near to the facts as possible.” 

Unconsciously, he had allowed to creep into his voice a little 
defiant note of bravado — the bravado of a man who has surmoun¬ 
ted the seemingly insurmountable more than once and is confident 
of his ability to do so again. 

“It’s — er—not a ver jpleasant profession, yours, is it?” said 
the Fraulein, with a slightly contemptuous tilt of her chin. 

44 Perhaps not,” said Ratcliff. 44 One can but do what one can.” 

44 And you will do this ? ” she asked. 
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44 Assuredly, if I am so instructed,” answered he, with a smile. 

For an instant a spark that was widely alien to that former 
gleam of amusement blazed in Fraulein von Schwalbenstein’s 
hitherto friendly eyes. 

44 Keep your wits about you,” she said. “There is a Kang in 
Wilhelmshafen and an Emperor at Potsdam.” 

Ratcliff met her challenging glance squarely and laughed with 
unaffected enjoyment of the situation. 

44 My wits are uncommonly constant in their attendance upon 
me,” he said. 44 Moreover, there is an American consul at Stutt¬ 
gart, and an American ambassador at Berlin. Both places are re¬ 
markably convenient to those you have mentioned.” 

Ratcliff’s prophecy of what Finn’s reply to Von Schwalbenstein’s 
refusal would be proved entirely correct. The cablegram was 
delivered to him the following morning at breakfast, and was as 
concise and conclusive as its predecessor. 


Get story and photographs anyhow. 
Important. 


Evidently there was nothing to be done except to rely upon his 
ingenuity, and with a wry face Ratcliff set to work. But the 
task was even more difficult than it had appeared at the outset. 
During the next few days he made frequent visits to the work¬ 
shop on the shore of the lake, only to find it surrounded by 
mechanics who one and all refused him information and were un¬ 
pleasantly frank on the subject of trespassing. His limited com¬ 
mand of German was an added disadvantage, and after a week had 
elapsed, Ratcliff was more than disposed to throw over his assign¬ 
ment in disgust, and cable Finn that its execution was an impos¬ 
sibility. One circumstance alone kept him in Wilhelmshafen, and 
that circumstance was nothing more nor less than the presence in 
the H6tel d’Angleterre of Elspeth von Schwalbenstein. Ratcliff 
was in the way of despising himself for the fatuous persistence 
with which his mind had come to dwell on the Count’s daughter, 
and mentally employed his most elaborate logic to combat what he 
was determined to regard as the illusion, but knew in his deepest 
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conviction to be the fact, that he was in love. The acquaintance 
begun in the Count’s rooms on the evening following that of his 
arrival had prospered with unexpected ease. Apparently con¬ 
vinced that his refusal to impart any information about his air¬ 
ship was conclusive, and deeply occupied in the preparations for 
its trial ascent, Von Schwalbenstein spent most of his time in the 
workshop or the floating shed, or in hunting with the King, and 
with singularly uncontinental indifference left his daughter to 
employ her days as she saw fit. That, under the circumstances, 
she saw fit to pass a large portion of them in the society of the 
American was, perhaps, not remarkable. Like most men of his 
profession, Ratcliff had much of interest to say and an interesting 
fashion of saying it, and it was certain thfct never had he made 
better use of the faculty than when he found himself with Fraulein 
von Schwalbenstein. They drove and walked together daily, and 
took long bicycle rides into Baden, and Bavaria, and Hohenzollern, 
and rowed for hours along the northern shores of Constance. It 
was Ratcliff’s first romance and came with all the accumulated 
force that, in the case of the average man, is frittered away in a 
long succession of futile flirtations. The outcome was something 
upon which he did not care to dwell. It could but mean one 
thing, he told himself—his inevitable departure at the end of a 
few days. He had long been planning to avail himself of the 
Plane? s offer of a three months’ vacation. Adams was in Paris, 
and could take over his work meanwhile. He would do the North 
Cape, and forget Wilhelmshafen. After a while. 

The afternoon of the eighth day found Ratcliff seated by the 
lake at a little distance from the Count’s workshop, and ruefully 
contemplating the floating balloon shed, lying at its anchorage like 
a mammoth Noah’s ark. He had been pondering despondently 
upon the slenderness of his chances of securing the story for which 
the Planet was so eager when he was aroused from his revery by 
the sound of voices, and peering from his hiding-place, saw Von 
Schwalbenstein and Elspeth in earnest consultation at the water’s 
edge. The Count was in a state of extreme excitement, waving 
his fat hands in the air, and from scattered phrases Ratcliff was 
made aware that the cause of his consternation lay in the fact that 
the King was to make an inspection of the airship and that the 
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imbeciles of workmen had taken the large boat out to the floating 
shed and left only a little skiff, barely large enough for two. 

44 And I cannot row! ” said the Count. 44 Und dieses boot! Ach, 
donnerwetter! ” 

Conscious of the reception which he would naturally meet if his 
presence in the locality were revealed to the irascible little officer, 
Ratcliff checked his first impulse to proffer his assistance, and 
presently saw Elspeth embark alone in the little skiff, with the 
evident intention of summoning the workmen to bring in the larger 
boat. A curious premonition of danger flashed through his mind, 
and he was about to rise when he saw that a man had made his 
appearance upon the platform of the balloon shed and was untying 
the large boat and preparing to come ashore. Von Schwalbenstein 
became aware of this at the same moment, for he called to his 
daughter, who was now some hundred yards from land, and pointed 
eagerly to the shed. The next instant Ratcliff had kicked off his 
shoes, stripped himself of coat and waistcoat and was plunging 
through the shallow inshore water. For, in following the direc¬ 
tion of the Count’s gesture, Elspeth had moved quickly in her seat, 
and the clumsy little skiff, suddenly overweighted on one side, had 
promptly turned upside down, and deposited its precious cargo in 
the waters of Lake Constance. 

The rescue, as Ratcliff realized later, was an absurdly simple 
affair. The girl had grasped the boat in capsizing, and was sup¬ 
porting herself by it as he came thrashing up to her side with the 
powerful overhand stroke for which he had been famous at Harvard. 
A glance over his shoulder had shown him Von Schwalbenstein 
floundering frantically out from shore, and barely five hundred 
yards distant the larger boat was hitching itself clumsily toward 
them, the oarsman in blissful ignorance of the drama which was 
passing behind his stolid back. 

Ratcliff, passing one arm around Elspeth as he reached her, was 
surprised to find her smiling. 

44 It’s alt right,” she said. 44 1 was clumsy. But I can hold my¬ 
self up by the boat till Schneider reaches us. Take your arm 
away, please.” 

44 My darling! ” said Ratcliff, abruptly, and quite as much to his 
own surprise as hers. 
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44 What ? ” said Elspeth. 

They were floating side by side now, clinging to the overturned 
skiff. The water was running down the girl’s face from her drip¬ 
ping hair, but she stood this supreme test of beauty as no other 
woman in the world could have done, thought Ratcliff, and was 
adorable for all her drenching. 

44 I mean it! ” he went on, desperately. u I love you — and I 
thought you were drowning. Didn’t you know I loved you ? Oh, 
do say something! ” he added, as the imperturbable Schneider drew 
nearer. “We — we may drown before he gets here ! ” 

44 I don’t think we’ll drown,” answered the girl. 44 But still — 
yes, I knew it! ” And she smiled divinely. 

It was a very swift — and a very moist — kiss, but the waters of 
Lake Constance are not so bad a situation for kissing after all, un¬ 
der certain circumstances. 

That is how it came to pass that when Finn reached his desk in 
the Planet office shortly after luncheon that day he found thereon 
a cablegram from a certain foreign correspondent, as follows: 


Want two months’ vacation. Am sending 
full Schwalbenstein story with photographs. 

Ratcliff. 


The correspondent breakfasted with the Count and his daughter 
the following morning, and read his editor’s reply with a smile. 


Vacation granted. 

Adams relieves you. 

Send full particulars how Schwalbenstein 

story secured. 

Finn. 


“Do you always obey orders — soldier?” asked Elspeth when 
he handed her the message. 

44 Always ! Only— I’ve changed captains! ” 





A Marriage of Convenience. “ 


BY F. E. CHASE. 

HE dull evening of a particularly dull day was 
slowly drawing to a close, and the clerk of the 
Railroad Hotel, across the way from the station, 
was looking hopefully forward to the time when 
the departure of the last train east from New 
Babylon should bring its business day to a full 
stop and enable him to go off duty. For New Babylon hung, after 
the manner of an incandescent electric lamp, upon the pulsing 
line of travel between two great cities of the East, and so long 
as the current of traffic flowed through it, it glowed with respon¬ 
sive brightness ; but when that current ceased, as it did for a few 
hours in the early morning, it promptly went out. This civic ex¬ 
tinction was due to occur at 1.15 a. m., according to the railway 
time-table, and it was now 11.45 p. M. 

The express going west had just thundered into the long sta¬ 
tion and come to a breathless and panting pause, not so much out of 
compliment to the importance of New Babylon as for private rea¬ 
sons of its own, relating chiefly to fuel and water. The clerk 
walked expectantly toward the door, and as he did so there 
emerged from the station entrance a man, who walked feebly and 
with difficulty. His companion, heavily veiled and wearing a neat 
dark jacket and skirt, carried a rather large valise and bundle of 
rugs in one hand and supported him with the other. They came 
slowly across to the hotel and entered the office, where the clerk 
assisted the sick man to a chair. His closely-shaven face was 
pale and drawn with pain, and he carried a handbag, which he 
still retained, though the clerk more than once offered to relieve 
him. 

“ I would like,” said he, “ a very quiet room, as far away from 
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the station as possible, for myself and — wife. I was taken ill on 
the train and dared not continue my journey.” 

“Dr. Johnson,” began the clerk solicitously, at the first pause, 
“ is our leading — ” 

“Thank you,” interrupted the man. “ I do not require medical 
advice. I am only too familiar with these seizures, and carry my 
remedies with me. But I must have absolute quiet and rest as 
soon as possible.” 

The clerk had already taken a key from the rack. 

“No. 8,” he said to the sleepy boy, whose dreams this epi¬ 
sode had interrupted. “ Take the gentleman’s valise.” 

The lad had already possessed himself of the other hand lug¬ 
gage, but the man, weak as he seemed, firmly declined this assis¬ 
tance, as well as the clerk’s aid, and again taking his companion’s 
arm, went upstairs slowly and disappeared. The clerk followed 
them curiously with his eyes until they were out of sight, and then 
tardily remembered that in his haste the new guest had neglected 
to register. 

In a very few minutes the lad returned with an alacrity that be¬ 
tokened a liberal tip, and asked for a pitcher of hot water, to be 
sent up at once. This was provided, and the clerk took it up 
himself, with the double’purpose of satisfying his curiosity so far 
as possible, and of securing his guest’s name. lie accomplished 
neither object, however, for his coming was apparently anxiously 
awaited, the door was opened but very slightly, and the water 
taken in with extreme haste. The proffer of assistance which 
he began to frame was briefly rejected and the door closed in 
his face. 

He returned to the office, and there relieved his feelings in a 
few remarks to the solitary bell-boy. As he concluded, the office 
clock struck twelve. 

For a half hour thereafter, nothing was heard from the occu¬ 
pants of No. 8, but at half-past twelve the bell of the an¬ 
nunciator rang out a call from that room. A railway time-table 
was asked for and was duly sent. Then followed another half 
hour without event. 

It was the custom of the Railroad Hotel to close its doors for 
the night on the departure of the 1.15 train east, which represented 
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the last diurnal chance of New Babylon, and it was the habit of 
the clerk to anticipate this event by beginning about one o’clock 
to extinguish all unnecessary lights and to put the office gener¬ 
ally to rights. He had half accomplished this task when he heard 
footsteps descending the stairs. It was the veiled occupant of 
No. 8, carrying one of the two handbags. The clerk looked 
up expectantly. 

“ Anything wrong, ma’am?” he inquired. 

“ No,” was the answer, in a strange contralto voice. “ Mr. — 
my husband — is quite comfortable, but it is important that no one 
disturb him. I am obliged to go back to town, in consequence of 
this delay to our plans, but will rejoin him in the morning. He is 
not to be called until I come.” 

“ Yes, ma’am,” the clerk assented. 

“ I will pay for our room.” 

The clerk took the bill tendered and promptly turned the book 
on the desk outward. 

“Your husband forgot to register,” he said. “ Will you please 
register for him ? ” 

The veiled guest hesitated for an instant, but, as the clerk 
turned to change the bill, walked rapidly up to the desk and in a 
practised script wrote, with the left hand : 

“ John Mildmay and wife, Lewiston, Me.” 

“ Your change, ma’am,” said the clerk. 

“ In the morning,” was the reply. “ There may be something 
more wanted.” 

“ You will come down by the early train? ” he questioned. 

“ No ; probably not before — ” 

“ The ten o’clock ? ” he suggested. 

“ Yes ; the ten o’clock. Good-night.” 

The clerk went to the door and watched the retreating figure 
as it strode away with an easy grace, carrying the apparently 
heav} r bag without effort. 

In a few minutes more the 1.15 had come and gone, bringing no 
guests to the Railroad Hotel. So the clerk locked up and went 
thoughtfully up to bed, passing No. 8 on his way with a puzzled 
stare. 
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The early train, which opened the day of New Babylon, brought 
an unusual press of business to the Railroad Hotel, and the events 
of the evening before were partly forgotten by its busy factotum, 
whose first duty had been, however, to thoughtfully inspect the 
last entry of the previous day in the register. 

At half-past nine he was reminded of. the matter by the com¬ 
plaint of the chambermaid that she could not get into No. 8. 

44 Leave No. 8 alone,” he ordered. 44 The gentleman didn’t 
want to be disturbed.” 

But when the ten o’clock train came in and the woman did 
not arrive, he became strangely uneasy. The accommodation, 
arriving forty minutes later, also failed to bring her, nor was the 
local express, due at 11.15, any more successful. At noon the 
chambermaids, to whom the circumstances had been communicated 
in a highly picturesque version by the bell-boy, were reputed to 
be in a state of panic, and the clerk at last felt that something 
must be done. A consultation with his father, the proprietor of 
the house, who passed his time in the kitchen in direct superin¬ 
tendence of the domestic economies of his enterprise, determined 
him to act, and accompanied by his parent and followed by quite 
a concourse of 44 help,” he repaired to No. 8. 

A sharp preliminary knocking elicited no response. A more 
emphatic repetition was equally unsuccessful. There was no 
transom, and the key being in the lock on the inside a pass key 
was of no avail. The emotional tension of the group had mean¬ 
while risen to the point where violent measures were demanded. 

44 Break down the door! ” shrilled an hysterical female from the 
stairs. 

44 Go ahead,” said the proprietor, manfully accepting the pecuni¬ 
ary loss thus forced upon him. 44 Bust her in, George.” 

It wasn’t a very ponderous door, and one vigorous thrust of the 
clerk’s shoulder splintered the bolt from its socket. A shriek 
went up from the maids as the young man entered and hastily 
pulled up the window shades which darkened the room. 

The apartment thus revealed was in order, save for a slight 
litter of clothing thrown carelessly upon the chairs. An empty 
valise lay open upon the table. Upon the bureau between the 
windows were a few toilet articles, a flask of brandy and a medi- 
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cine bottle half full of a colorless mixture. The bundle of rugs 
had been unrolled, and spread upon the bed to supplement its 
covering. Beneath them lay upon his back the man described 
in the hotel register as John Mildmay, quite dead and stark, his 
face upturned. Nothing in his appearance or in the state of the 
room would have engendered under ordinary circumstances the 
least suspicion that he had come to his end by any other than 
natural means. 

The door connecting No. 8 with the next room, which had 
been unoccupied the night before, was wide open and crowded 
with curious ones who had entered easily from the hall, seeking 
an advantageous point of view. Clearly it was by that route that 
the woman had departed the night before, leaving the door of 
No. 8 locked on the inside. It was the landlord who reasoned 
this out, under the spur of bitter regret over damage needlessly 
done. 

The coroner, who was also a physician, was summoned, and the 
room cleared of its curious spectators. The man had died from 
an overdose of the drug contained in the bottle upon the bureau, 
but nothing was discovered that gave the least clue to his identity. 
A considerable sum of money was found under his pillow, and his 
watch and jewelry were undisturbed. But neither his clothing nor 
any of his belongings bore any marks by which he could be identi¬ 
fied, nor were any papers found in his pockets. So the key was 
turned upon No. 8 and its mystery pending the usual legal for¬ 
malities. 

But the mystery, in so far as it concerned the identity of the 
dead man, was short-lived. On the same page of the big city 
dailies next morning that bore the modest item chronicling this 
minor happening in a distant town, appeared with bold scare- 
heads the more important news of a great embezzlement. The 
cashier of the Plutonian National Bank had, it was announced, 
decamped with the snug sum of forty thousand dollars, leaving 
behind him evidence of defalcations amounting to as much more. 
It was the usual case of unsuccessful speculation, at the expense 
of the bank, by a trusted officer. He had concealed his crime as 
long as he could, and then had fled, taking with him all the funds 
immediately available in bills. His whereabouts were unknown, 
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but the customary paragraph was appended, stating that the police 
were on his track and he could hardly escape them. 

He did escape them, however, for the evening papers promptly 
told, with even more sensational effect, that the man who lay dead 
in the little hotel at New Babylon was the well advertised fugi¬ 
tive. He had been identified early in the day by a sharp reporter, 
whose imagination had connected the two items into a possible 
“scoop,” and who had recognized him in spite of his attempt at 
disguise. For he had parted before his flight with a distinguish¬ 
ing full beard, and lay dead in New Babylon not only deprived of 
this possession but also stripped of the important sum of forty 
thousand dollars, which he had certainly taken away with him. 

The mysterious woman, its probable present possessor, at once 
assumed the leading r61e in this exciting newspaper drama. 
George Fatling, the clerk, \yho had seen and talked with her, also 
bore an important part. His description of her was telegraphed 
in all directions, and chronicled in all the newspapers. Fac-similes 
of her entry in the register of the Railroad Hotel were widely re¬ 
produced; but all to no purpose. She had bought a ticket that 
night of a sleepy ticket agent at the station, who remembered her 
with as little vividness as one remembers one raindrop out of a 
day’s storm. The conductor recalled a woman with a close veil, 
as to whom he had wondered for an instant whether or no she 
might be a “good-looker” under her concealing envelope. And 
a hanger-on at the big station in the city, who had essayed to turn 
an honest penny by carrying her bag, remembered to have looked 
after her enviously upon her refusal of his aid, and seen her walk 
vigorously out of the station into the night. If he had only 
known what was in the bag! Well, as the gang told him, he’d 
never come so near to handling forty thousand again. 

After that episode, nothing, not a sign, not a trace, not a hint 
of woman or money. The bank offered a big reward, and the 
State, bent on bringing home a crime, offered another, but all to 
no purpose. And so, after a time, the whole matter came to be 
forgotten — forgotten, that is, by every one save George Fatling, 
to whom it was the one event of his life. 


Two years later many things had happened to Fatling. The 
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Railroad Hotel had been torn down to make room for railway im¬ 
provements, and the elder Fatling had died and thus passed out 
of the hotel business. And George had come up to town and was 
night clerk under the vastly improved conditions of a fashionable 
city hotel, striving hard to forget his humble beginnings and every¬ 
thing connected with them. 

That winter occurred the first of the fashionable and profitable 
series of amateur theatrical performances given by that distin¬ 
guished corps of warriors, the City Guards, who made their bow 
as actors in a comic opera at one of the principal theatres for the 
benefit of their Benevolent Fund. The demand for tickets was 
simply tremendous and the success of the enterprise instantaneous. 
Among those who were fortunate enough to be present at the first 
performance was George Fatling. His enjoyment of the perform¬ 
ance was great, in common with the rest of the large audience, but 
with the entrance of the prima donna, represented, as were all the 
other female rSles, by a young man, a member of the corps, his in¬ 
terest was intensified. The convincing simulation of feminine 
traits had been one of the most striking and remarkable features 
of the production. It was not so much that the men were so as¬ 
tonishingly like women, but that in the dress and make-up of the 
other sex they took on an entirely independent individuality, bear¬ 
ing no sort of relation to their normal selves. Fatling was per¬ 
sonally acquainted with many members of the cast, yet found them 
uniformly unrecognizable in their unsexed presentation; but 
though he had no acquaintance with the gentleman who was play¬ 
ing the leading female rfile, with arms gloved to the elbow, the 
character seemed strangely familiar to him in gait and bearing. 
In the crowd he had contrived to lose his play-bill, so he was 
forced to borrow one from a neighbor. As it was being handed to 
him, the character had occasion to speak for the first time. At the 
sound of her voice Fatling sank back in his seat, overwhelmed with 
a torrent of recollections. It was the voice, the walk and the 
manner of the woman who had disappeared from the hotel in New 
Babylon two years before. He looked at the bill and found that 
the character was represented by Mr. Arthur Nettleton. 

At the end of the act Fatling went back to the hotel and 
eagerly questioned his fellow-clerk. 
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From him he learned that Nettleton, at present a prosperous 
stock broker, had been, two years before, an employ^ of the Plu* 
tonian Bank and a great chum of the cashier who had absconded. 
They had shared a little flat uptown, and had been, in the idiom 
of his informant, “high-rollers,” but after his chum’s disaster 
and death Nettleton had pulled up, lived quietly, paid his debts 
and eventually resigned his position to go into his present busi¬ 
ness. Nettleton was now “well fixed.” He had always gone in 
for amateur acting. Fatling’s informant, by the way, had once 
seen him play the part of John Mildmay in “Still Waters Run 
Deep ” — only a week or so before his friend the cashier had 
“ skipped ” — and he had been “ all right.” 

Fading listened to this with growing convictions, which became 
a practical certainty at the last revelation. 

“ John Mildmay and wife” were the names signed by the mys¬ 
terious woman in the register of the Railroad Hotel. 

He passed the rest of the evening full of tumultuous thoughts 
and went on duty when his time came in a whirl of excitement. 
He had scarcely taken charge of the desk, however, when the pa¬ 
trons of the theatre began to return, and the enforced attention to 
his duties gave him a momentary forgetfulness of the problem 
which had occupied him. 

As he was bending over the register half an hour later, his eye 
fell upon the signature of Arthur Nettleton. It had been writ¬ 
ten early in the evening, before the performance, and the room 
assigned to the writer was, by some strange chance, No. 8. 
But the startling thing about this signature was that the handwrit¬ 
ing was identical with that in which the entry “ John Mildmay 
and wife ” had been written on the Railroad Hotel register. 

At this instant a party of gentlemen approached the desk and a 
familiar voice said: 

“ My key, please.” 

Fatling started and raised his head. The gentleman, who had 
spoken in the precise tones of the mysterious woman, was standing 
with his head turned away, listening to a friend. It was Nettle¬ 
ton. 

Upon the impulse of the moment Fatling said with unmistakable 
emphasis: 
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“ You didn’t get back by the ten o’clock train, after all ? ” 
Nettleton turned upon him like a flash, gave him one despairing 
look of recognition and dropped like a stone. 


At the trial the mystery was completely unravelled. Nettleton 
had been equally culpable with his chum the cashier, and they had 
planned to abscond together. To baffle pursuit, the prisoner had 
disguised himself as a woman, a feat his experience in amateur 
theatricals had made comparatively easy, intending to resume his 
masculine character when once in a place of safety. Two men 
would be described and advertised for; a man travelling with his 
wife might thus escape scrutiny. 

The cashier’s sudden death early in their flight had changed all 
this and had given him his opportunity. To select his belongings 
from their common store of luggage, and to transfer the plunder 
to his own person, was easily done. All responsibility remained 
with the dead man. The demand for his signature was absolutely 
the only obstacle he encountered, and that was easily met, since 
as a result of arduous clerical work he had accustomed himself to 
be ambidextrous, and he had only to use his left hand. He re¬ 
turned quietly to the city, reappeared at his post in the bank next 
morning, and after the excitement was all over, safely employed 
his capital for his advantage and, as it turned out, for that of the 
bank, which entirely recovered the missing sum. 

A severe injury to his right hand at the final rehearsal of the 
play necessitated the gloved arms at the performance and the left- 
handed signature which precipitated his recognition by Fatling. 

Fatling got the reward, and rather more credit for his share in 
the matter than he wholly deserved. 




A Fair Exchange.* 

BY ARTHUR DAKIN FOSTER. 

[A Sequel to “ The Galkwar’s Sword.” by H. S. Canfleld, In The Black Cat for July, 1800.1 



RAILING a long cloud of smoke over her 
foaming wake, the Messageries’ steamer Pon- 
dichiry , Dupont, Master, from Bombay for Mar¬ 
seilles, churned the waters of the Red Sea on 
her northward way. Among the many-hued 
and polyglot crowd on her decks, one trim and 
.well-attired figure under a pith helmet was conspicuous, no less 
for the refined beauty of his bronzed features than for the noncha¬ 
lance and assurance of his bearing. Although registered on the 
passenger list as J. Revel, London, and a master of perfect 
English, he was obviously no Englishman, for French, Spanish 
and Italian rolled with equally faultless accent from his lips, and 
such varied perfection of ~oeech is not given to the Anglo-Saxon. 
His position in life was as enigmatic as his nationality, and while 
the distinction of his features seemed to bespeak gentle lineage 
there was something in his bearing which might belong either to 
a cosmopolitan gentleman of leisure or to an accomplished villain. 
As a matter of fact, he was a villain. Affable but uncommunica¬ 
tive, he drew out everything one intended not to tell, and con¬ 
veyed nothing in return about himself. His only acquaintance on 
board was a dark-skinned personage of about fifty, listed as P. de 
Castro of Paris. They sometimes conversed in Greek. 

In the intense heat of late September, speculation with regard 
to these two soon flagged among the p;tssengers on the PondichSry. 
This was not true, however, of Messrs. Nichols and Crashaw, 
whose stateroom adjoined that of De Castro, for their interest in 
this Parisian Greek and his linguistic friend was prodigious. If 
Nichols was, indeed, the Bombay Civil Service clerk going home on 
leave that he professed to be, and Crashaw the foreign buyer for a 
London firm of importing jewellers, there would seem to be no ob- 
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vious reason for their many whispered consultations. They made 
frequent notes in little red note-books, especially when De Castro 
and Revel made long visits in each other’s rooms, or appeared with 
clouded brows as if they had quarrelled. It would have surprised 
them to be told that Revel knew more of their own doings than 
they, with all their spying, knew of his. 

At Port Said, that hell-on-earth on the borderland between all 
that is worst in East and West — the PondichSry dropped anchor 
to exchange mails, freight and passengers. Along with a hundred 
others, curious to see something of this seething hole of iniquity, 
Revel and De Castro (or, to call him by his true name, Constantin 
Spiridion, of New Orleans) went ashore. So did the two Eng¬ 
lishmen. Revel and Constantin “split tacks” and brought up 
at two different hotels. Crashaw followed the first, Nichols the' 
second. When the PondichSry proceeded on her way, all four 
remained at Port Said, although booked for Marseilles. 

“ A dead waste of <£40,” observed Revel. U I hoped we might 
‘shake’ the d-d Johnnies here.” 

“Surely you don’t permit those babes-in-the-wood to worry 
you ? ” rejoined Constantin. 

“ Naw,” replied Revel, contemptuously. “ But they are a nui¬ 
sance, all the same. If I don’t get rid of them at Alexandria, you 
may call me Jones.” 

That evening, while Constantin was seeking out a friend of his, 
Aristarchi by name, famed in the shady purlieus of two hemi¬ 
spheres for his skill in “scattering” gems of doubtful origin, 
Jack Revel was entertaining the “ nuisances ” at a cafS dansant. 
He knew perfectly well that they were Bombay detectives, in pur¬ 
suit, no, doubt, of the purloiners of the Pride of the World—the 
priceless bejewelled Sword of Baroda, with whose disappearance 
and that of the stalwart eunuch Mussach, its guardian, he and Con¬ 
stantin had had more to do than even the “babes in the wood” 
were aware. For four hours the trio watched the Arab jugglers, 
French singers and Zanzibari dancers, and quaffed champagne at 
six dollars the bottle, at Revel’s expense. The duello of wit that 
rattled between him and his guests, the thrust and parry of innuendo 
and repartee, there is no need to reproduce. The detectives were no 
match for the past-master of shrewd deception with whom they 
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were dealing. In the end the “ babes ” had wholly failed to ex¬ 
tract a single shred of positive evidence of his identity with the 
mysterious and brilliant Vicomte de T&che, who had with his deaf- 
mute servant so suddenly disappeared from the British Residence 
at Baroda on the same night with the vanishing of Mussach. Revel, 
on the other hand, had learned all that he wished to know. He 
was certain that the Gaikwar had kept secret the loss of the sword, 
and that the “ babes ” knew only that certain priceless gems, easily 
identified, had been stolen and must be recovered. The unsup¬ 
ported suspicions of the detectives would never suffice to procure 
his arrest. As for the sword, the despoiled blade, hilt and scabbard 
lay at the bottom of the Red Sea, some hundred miles apart. 


When, at the request of his good friend the Gaikwar, Sir Mon- 
tacute Jerrold, Acting British Resident at Baroda, telegraphed to 
the Chief of Police at Bombay to watch every outgoing ship for 
the alleged Vicomte and his servant, suspected of the theft of cer¬ 
tain royal jewels, Mussach was supposed to have been their 
accomplice and to have fled “ up country.” This suspicion, it is 
true, went sore against the Gaikwar’s grain. Amid all the intrigue 
and corruption of his little court, this fierce guardian of the sword 
had ever been true as the steel of the blade committed to his 
charge. But he had vanished, and with him the one key to the 
underground vault, whose chief treasure had been the wonderful 
weapon. Not until the third day was the Gaikwar able, with the 
help of a venerable retainer of his late father’s — a man who 
knew every labyrinthine passage of the Palace, both above and 
below ground —to effect an entrance to the subterranean chamber. 
Stealthily one dark night, with one trusty guard attending them, 
they threaded the secret tunnel debouching on the river, by which 
the plunderers had entered and departed ; penetrated to the cham¬ 
ber, and unlocked the case where glowed the marvellous counter¬ 
feit left by the thieves. 

14 Clever fools,” muttered the Prince as he inspected the treas¬ 
ure. 44 But hold — what is this ? Bring the light nearer — by the 
beards of my fathers I — blood ! Mussach must have fought! Be 
this his blood or that of thieves, he was faithful to the end.” 

The next day Mussach’s body was discovered by a fisherman, on 
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the river-bottom near the tunnel. There was a small rapier stab 
through the base of his neck. 


While Nichols and Crashaw at Port Said slept away the night, 
somewhat heavy with wine, Revel and his friend were conferring 
in a caf6 of a low Greek locanda near the docks. They talked in 
low tones, while the Levantine night-clerk snoozed at his desk 
under a smoky kerosene lamp. Constantin was in a sullen and 
scowling mood. Revel’s eyes glowed with a baleful light, but his 
expression was inscrutable. 

44 We’re in a devil of a hole, that’s all there is to it,” said Con¬ 
stantin. 444 Stark ’ knows that we have the stones, and refuses ab¬ 
solutely to negotiate for them. He has us in his power, and if 
once the 4 babes ’ find him he will tell them what he knows for a 
reward, unless we can put up enough swag to make it worth his 
while to keep mum.” 

Revel lighted a fresh cigarette. 44 Guileless Greek I Does that 
worry you ? Are you not up to his bluffs ? Do you not see what 
he well knows, that in the end he can make fifty-fold more by 
handling the shiners than by any swag or reward that we or the 
4 babes ’ might put up ? What did he say ? What did you show 
him, or what did you say? I fear a Greek — even protesting 
childlike guilessness like yourself.” 

44 I’m no chicken, indeed ! ” replied Constantin. 44 But I could 
neither handle nor fathom Aristarchi. I began with some of the 
little fellows — rubies, emeralds and two or three diamonds. He 
didn’t want them.” 

44 What did he say ? ” 

44 He asked me if I had nothing larger or finer. Said he had 
more than he could handle of common, small stones. I showed 
him the big topazes. He turned them over and handed them back 
to me. Then I let him see the 4 Light of the Harem,’ and the 4 King 9 
ruby, and finally the great 4 Golconda.’ He looked at me with a 
very strange and sinister smile, and when I — who could hardly 
contain my indignation — said, 4 Well — what then?’ — he re¬ 
plied, 4 Get out of here with your trash — begone!’ I tell you, 
there is trouble brewing. This business is going to the devil? and 
taking us both with it.” 
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Revel heard this with momentarily undisguised astonishment. 
Then, recovering his usual sangfroid , he leaned forward on the 
table and fixed his penetrating gaze upon the Greek. 

44 You are, indeed, no chicken,” he said, 44 but you are not as 
sharp as you think, nor I as dull of comprehension. Your game 
is transparent, and it will not work. Did you really imagine 
you could sell gems worth a million and get away from me with 
the proceeds? You cannot do it, my childlike friend, and you 
will consult your own interest by banking the cash with me at 
once. If you try to play a lone hand you will certainly go to 
Hades, whether I go with you or not.” 

44 By my soul!” ejaculated Constantin, 44 by the Panaghia and 
all the saints in heaven, I speak the truth ! Nay, I have the proof 
that I have not sold the gems, for here is the 4 King,’ and the 
4 Light’ and the 4 Golconda.’ In this desperate pass I trust them 
even in your hands. Nay — fear not — the bloke at the desk is 
asleep.” So saying he put three gems, that flashed red, green and 
pale blue, into Revel’s hands. 

44 Bah,” sneered Revel, 44 take back your trash ! ” He who has 
counterfeited those gems once can do it twice. I have no use for 
your paste imitations.” 

44 On my soul, these are the originals; you helped me break 
them off the hilt. Why do you not believe me ? On my faith, 
4 Stark ’ called them 4 pasta’ even as you do, but these are the very 
stones we broke off.” His voice trembled with protestation. 

Revel almost believed him ; but if he spoke the truth, it meant 
serious peril to them both. Undoubtedly if Aristarchi had refused 
to negotiate it was because he had somehow learned of the rob¬ 
bery, or was being watched by agents of the Gaikwar, more astute 
than the 44 babes,” in which case he and Constantin were in danger 
of immediate detection and arrest. Unless, indeed — but no, he 
could not entertain the alternative; it could not be that the price¬ 
less thing they had purloined was, after all, not — Revel refused 
to complete the awful and humiliating suggestion. But it was 
necessary to quit Port Said at once. 

At Alexandria whither, to their disgust, they were followed by 
the 44 babes,” Revel took pains again to entertain Crashaw, this 
time in a private room of a caf£, where Crashaw tried to 44 drink ” 
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him into garrulity, not knowing his man, nor having ever had ex¬ 
perience of knock-out drops. By eleven o’clock Revel had the 
pleasure of seeing him to his hotel in a cab, from which two hotel 
porters bore him helpless to his room. 

44 A drop too much,” Revel observed, smilingly, to the night 
clerk. 44 He will be all right in the morning.” Then, lighting a 
cigarette, he strolled out. 

At midnight exactly, at a designated street corner, he met Con¬ 
stantin, for whom during all these hours Nichols had been vainly 
lying in wait at a Jew’s shop, where stolen gems were reputed to 
find a market. Together they threaded by-ways and alleys, seek¬ 
ing the loneliest and most “eccentric” quarters of the town. 
Their whispered words became hoarse and angry. Charge and 
countercharge, accusation and protest — who shall recount, for 
who but the silent heavens heard what passed between them? 
Partners in crime, each felt himself in the power of an unscrupu¬ 
lous and remorseless companion. The demon of jewel lust was in 
their hearts, and each knew that the other was seeking an advan¬ 
tage not in the bond under which they had set out, and would not 
stop at the blackest treachery to compass it. It was a duel of 
tiger and panther. Revel’s was the master-mind, his the coolest 
audacity. The gems were in Constantin’s pocket. 

Suddenly, in a dark corner by the harbor, Revel stumbled 
heavily against the Greek. The latter, suspecting guile, drew 
from his breast a dagger and struck like lightning at Revel’s heart 
precisely as Revel had intended he should. By an amazing parry 
the blow was warded off at the cost of a slight wound on the arm, 
and the next instant the Greek fell to the ground, with a faint sob 
and gurgle. Revel’s dirk had penetrated the base of the throat. 
So had Mussacli died not long before. 

It was a dark corner, and no one had seen the deed. Ripping 
here and cutting there, Revel stripped the linings of the victim’s 
clothing and his money-belt of their hidden jewels. Then, leaving 
watch and money intact, and readjusting the clothing, he rolled 
the body over the sea-wall. It fell with a splash into the water. 
Fifteen minutes later he entered the hotel, smoking a cigarette, 
roused the night clerk for his key, and went to his room, where 
for four hours he slept the sleep of the conscienceless. Early the 
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next morning he sailed for Constantinople. He had kept his 
promise, he had 44 shaken ” the 44 babes,” he had made Constantin 
disgorge. The Orient Express took him to Vienna, whence he 
proceeded to Amsterdam and ultimately to New Orleans. But 
the largest amount he could induce the shady experts of Amster¬ 
dam to give for the plunder taken from Constantin was six 
hundred and forty-two dollars, which, as he said to himself, didn’t 
begin to pay the expenses of the enterprise. 


The baffled 44 babes ” met each other the next noon with long 
faces. 44 Clever dogs,” observed Nichols. 44 Damned sneaks,” 
snarled Crashaw, whose temples still throbbed with an uncon¬ 
scionable headache. After hanging around Alexandria another 
day, vainly seeking ^Constantin, the detectives gave up the quest 
and set sail for Bombay. 

The composure of the Gaikwar of Baroda when, over their 
chess and ale, the Acting British Resident told the potentate of 
the failure of the 44 babes,” was astonishing. Humorous wrinkles 
puckered the corners of his eyes and his lips twitched under his 
black beard. 

44 Your Excellency,” he replied at length, 44 you have a proverb, 
have you not, 4 A fair exchange is no robbery ’ ? Well, when I 
started the detectives on their quest, I thought I had been robbed. 
When I inspected the vault, I found that the deaf-mute and his 
master were clever workmen — ah, yes, very clever. They left a 
very clever counterfeit in place of what they took away. But it 
was a perfectly fair exchange ! ” 

The Gaikwar chuckled gently and his fat sides shook. Then 
he patted the Acting Resident on the shoulder. 

44 Some day,” he whispered, 44 when I shall have properly re¬ 
placed Mussach (may he rest in Paradise!) I will show you the 
real Sword of Baroda. 




White Man’s Medicine . 4 


BY DAVID BRUCE FITZGERALD. 

HEY were “ putting the Santa F6 through ” at 
the time. Moreover, they were not allowing the 
grass to grow between the ties before the rails 
went down — which was good for the Company, 
but bad for the track layers. There were few 
who saw the telegrams, the burden of which 
was “ Push it! Push it! Put it through! Put it through! ” 
but half the mules and Mexicans in the Territory perspired under 
the pressure and knew that somebody high in authority was in a 
dreadful hurry. 

Payson and Redington were among those who were, on occa¬ 
sion, allowed to read the words on the yellow slips of paper. 
They held the contract to build the road from Albuquerque to 
the Arizona line ; one hundred and fifty miles due west, and fifty 
more to follow the loops in which the engineers had laid the route 
down. And — because an American millionaire somewhere was 
in a hurry — there was a clause in the contract binding Payson 
and Redington to forfeit one thousand dollars for each and every 
day beyond a specified time that should see their section uncom¬ 
pleted. Payson, a small, grizzled man, who was in New Mexico 
for a bad throat, worried a little over this part of the agreement. 
Redington, who was younger and from Missouri and of a hopeful 
temperament, never thought of it except when his partner men¬ 
tioned it. He did not doubt for a moment that they would put 
the Santa F£ through on time. 

From the first the contractors for the Albuquerque-Arizona 
division anticipated hard work and a handsome profit. This was 
because they were acquainted with the Territory of New Mexico 
and its inhabitants. “Greaser” labor was there in plenty, and 
they expected to use it on the eastern end of their section, and to 
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pay for it at the usual rate of a dollar a day for each man. But 
Payson and Redington knew a thing which was worth exactly two 
of that. An Indian will not leave his home to look for work or 
to accept it, but if it lies at his door he will come out and, for a 
consideration, put his hand to it. And at the western end of the 
Albuquerque division, beyond the pass between the San Mateo 
and the Zufii Mountains, the proposed line of the Santa F6 was 
bordered by the many villages of the Navajos. The contractors 
thought of this before they set their names to the agreement 
drawn up by the Company. In fact, they thought of it so long 
before that Redington had time, in the interval, to make a west¬ 
ward dash on horseback and hold an interview, three days pro¬ 
longed, with Spotted Owl, the head chief of the tribe. At sunset 
of the third day host and guest exchanged pledges. The Mis¬ 
sourian’s was in the shape of a paper, in which he bound himself, 
as preliminary to any further proceedings, to deliver into the 
hands of the chief fifteen breech-loading rifles, with one hundred 
rounds of ammunition for each. Spotted Owl, in return, pre¬ 
sented his new friend with two arrows, tied together in three 
places with strands of horsehair. This was understood to mean 
that, when the time came, three thousand young men of the 
Navajos should help build the road for the fire-horse. It was 
further agreed that each brave should receive fifty cents a day and 
get his food where he could find it. And so it was that Payson 
and Redington had some reason to think that they would not lose 
on their contract to put one division of the Santa F6 through. 

For a time, so long that it might well have been longer, every¬ 
thing worked into the hands of Payson and Redington. They 
found, of course, that there were drawbacks to the employment 
of the Indians as laborers. One of them lay in the fact that the 
Navajos could not learn to drive spikes with accuracy, and an¬ 
other in the failure of the aboriginal mind to retain the impression 
that it was essential to preserve a uniform distance between the 
rails. But these trifles the contractors overcame by putting a 
couple of white men in each gang, and in the heavy work of mak¬ 
ing the road-bed and laying ties the Navajos were as good as any. 

So, under the urging of Payson, the 44 Greasers,” in seven 
months and a half, put the Santa F£ through from Albuquerque 
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westward to McCarty’s Station; and the Indians, under the push¬ 
ing of Redington, built the track from Manuelito eastward to 
Bluewater. It was then the middle of May, and seventeen days 
within the time limit mentioned in the contract; and the gap be¬ 
tween the ends of the rails was a little less than twelve miles wide. 

Redington, that evening, rode his bronco over to McCarty’s, 
and the partners held a long consultation in Payson’s tent. The 
upshot of it was that Redington, by sheer force of youth and a 
hopeful temperament, convinced Payson, against his will and 
judgment, that it was time to let the Mexicans go, and thereby 
put some thousands of dollars in their pockets. Why pay a 
Mexican a dollar a day when a redskin would work for fifty 
cents? And the twelve unfinished miles were across country 
that lay like a floor. 

The next morning the men were paid off, and told to seek the 
homes that, no doubt, longed for their return. Payson made 
them a speech in the Spanish language, in which he expressed 
his conviction that the President and Directors of the Santa F6 
would rest under a life-long obligation to each of them individu¬ 
ally, and they responded with that feeble cheer in which those 
who have had the souls worked out of them acknowledge their 
indebtedness to him who has done the working. And in two days 
the only Mexicans within fifty miles of McCarty’s Station were 
those retained to look after the mules. The completion of the 
Albuquerque-Arizona division of the Santa F6 rested on the 
shoulders of Spotted Owl’s young men. 

Redington spent those two days and another at McCarty’s, 
checking off items in books and verifying columns of figures. And 
the mind of Redington was easy, for Kelly was u bossing things ” 
at Bluewater. Now the face of Kelly was the face of a bull-terrier 
and he knew railroad building down to the ground. There were 
also a good many things of which he was profoundly ignorant, 
but, under the circumstances, these did not count against him. 
The junior partner felt that if Kelly retained his voice, which was 
likely, seeing that it had never shown signs of weakening, the 
Indians would do their stint of track each twenty-four hours. 

On the evening of the third day this confidence was shaken. A 
small Mexican, on a lathered pony, dashed up to the tent door and 
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produced a crumpled sheet of wrapping paper. Redington, by 
certain signs, diagnosed it as a note from Kelly, which, in effect, 
it was. 

44 The niggers ” — it ran — 44 have laid down their tools. Cause, 
ghosts. You had better come up.” 

44 Wh-ew,” whistled Redington, as he read the scrawl and passed 
it to his partner. 44 The Indians have quit. I wonder what the 
ghost business means. The Navajo medicine man doesn’t look 
with any great favor on the coming of the railroad, and he has 
probably been working on the superstitions of his people. Guess 
we had better take Kelly’s advice and arrive as soon as possible.” 

44 Reckon we had,” replied Payson, in a drawl which unmistak¬ 
ably indicated his Old Dominion ancestry. 44 This is Kelly’s first 
experience in bossing a lot of Indians and he hasn’t learned their 
little peculiarities.” 

This was all that was said, but it was only an hour after day¬ 
break the next morning when Payson and Redington swung them¬ 
selves out of their saddles at the place where a low embankment, 
with ties laid across it, lifted itself out of the desert. There were 
mountains to north and south, divided by a wide reach of yellow 
plain, across which the railroad wound like a huge serpent. This 
plain was dotted with cones and brown patches and red splashes, 
indicating teepees and sagebrush and Navajo blankets. It could 
be observed, in the growing light, that an air of perfect cheerful¬ 
ness pervaded the whole scene. The Indians were already astir; 
and, while the squaws prepared breakfast, the braves sat about in 
groups, chatting and laughing in a lazy, good-natured way. There 
was no look of concern in the eyes that, now and then, were turned 
toward the unfinished embankment, bordered on either side by a 
long row of deserted wheelbarrows. It was a matter of indiffer¬ 
ence to the Navajo nation whether the Santa F£ was put through 
that year or that century, and such things as forfeiture clauses in 
contracts had never been so much as spoken of among them. 

44 What’s the trouble here, Kelly ? ” asked Redington, as that 
broken reed hastened to greet his employers. Kelly, short, broad- 
shouldered and with the aforesaid face, was plainly not the man 
to appreciate the subtleties of Navajo thought or to deal tenderly 
with the vagaries of the children of the plains. 
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“ Whatever it is, it’s dead ahead and blocking the whole line,” 
replied the man who had given it up. “ The redskins say it’s 
ghosts; but my own notion is that Spotted Owl wants a pocket 
knife or a toothbrush or a palace car named after him or something 
of the kind. I’ve been up to his tent a dozen times to ask him to 
name the article ; but he and his people stick to the story that it’s 
ghosts.” 

“Go find the chief and bring him up to headquarters,” said 
Payson, addressing Kelly. “Tell him we are here and want a 
talk with him.” And the partners, turning their ponies over to 
a boy, walked slowly in the direction of the square brown tent, 
which was the usual habitation of Iiedington and which moved 
with the extension of the line. 

In half an hour Spotted Owl came, and the two contractors 
arose from their camp stools, set under the extension fly in front 
of the tent, to greet him. The chief was a thin, wiry man, who 
.moved with the agile tread of a mountain lion. His face was 
dignified, though it carried numerous smears of green paint; and 
a score of large sleigh bells, each of which had doubtless cost a 
pony, were attached to the edges of his gaudy blanket. 

“ How! ” said the chief, seating himself on a third camp stool. 
“ My white brothers have sent for me. They desire to ask why 
the young men of the Navajos stay in their teepees instead of 
building the road for the fire-horse. Is it not so ? ” And, from 
the fact that Spotted Owl thus plunged at once into the discussion 
of the main question, the two white men knew that the Indian 
regarded the situation as serious. 

“ The thoughts of Spotted Owl are our thoughts,” replied Red- 
ington. “ We are anxious to know whether the great chief of the 
Navajos gave his word only to break it, and whether he has 
forgotten the arrows tied with horse hair.” 

“ The tongue of Spotted Owl has never contradicted his heart,” 
returned the Indian, with a show of offended pride. “ The braves 
of niv nation will not work because they are afraid.” 

“ Do I understand the chief of the Navajos to say that his 
children are cowards ? ” inquired Redington, and Payson frowned 
and shook his head warningly. There was nothing to be gained 
by provoking the red man. 
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44 Nay; it is not cowardice to fear those who cannot be seen,” 
said the chief, not angrily, but rather with that touch of pitying 
indulgence in his tone with which wisdom is accustomed to mark 
its superiority over ignorance. “Yonder, where the white men 
have driven sticks in the ground to mark where the road is to go, 
there was once a great battle on the desert. It was when I was a 
child, but I have heard my father tell of it. The Navajos came 
out of the mountains to the north and the Zufiis came out of the 
mountains to the south, and they fought from sunrise to sunrise, a 
day and a night. Many great warriors of each nation fell. Yes¬ 
terday two of my young men, riding their ponies, thoughtlessly 
approached too near the place where the spirits of those who fell 
continue to fight. One of them felt an arrow enter his.shoulder; 
but when he grasped at it to draw it out there was no arrow 
there. The other was struck in the forehead by a war-club; but 
when he returned there was no blood on his face. It was a warn¬ 
ing to my people that they should not venture on that ground. I 
went, when the news came to me, to Wamapi, and asked him to 
make medicine, that the lives of my young men might be pre¬ 
served ; but he answered that there was no medicine strong 
enough to turn the weapons of the great spirit warriors. Spotted 
Owl will not send his children to the battle when they cannot see 
those who shoot at them.” And the chief glanced at the white 
men with the satisfied air of one who has advanced an unanswer¬ 
able argument. 

44 Will our red brother wait while we enter the tent and talk?” 
asked Payson, speaking for the first time, and breaking the reflec¬ 
tive pause which followed Spotted Owl’s statement of the case; 
and, as the chief gravely assented, the contractors withdrew for a 
consultation. 

“What do you think of it?” asked Redington, when they found 
themselves alone. 

“ It strikes me as having an unfavorable look,” replied Payson. 
44 You know something of the ineradicable superstition of these In¬ 
dians ; and it is evident, as you conjectured last night, that 
Wamapi, the medicine man, is at the bottom of it. The two 
braves who reported a mysterious attack made upon them were 
doubtless acting under his instructions.” 
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44 But what are we going to do about it? That seems to be the 
pressing question,” said the junior partner. 44 1 wonder if we 
could get the Mexicans together again.” 

44 Of course ; and we will if we must.” The fact that there was 
no tone of triumph in Payson’s voice at this point showed that he 
was a great man in his way. 44 But it would take time ; and time 
is precisely the one thing we cannot afford to lose. It would be 
like rounding up a. herd of cattle that has broken into straggling 
bunches.” 

There was a moment of silence, while each man was thinking 
his own thoughts. Payson’s eyes rested, in an abstracted way, on 
an extemporized shelf at one side of the tent, and he unconsciously 
fell to noting the articles it contained — a lantern, a dozen bottles, 
a cigar box, a pair of huge spurs and a miscellaneous assortment of 
pipes. Suddenly a gleam of half-humorous, half-hopeful intelli¬ 
gence flashed across his face. Rising, he lifted the flap of the 
tent and beckoned Spotted Owl to enter. 

44 My white brother and my red brother will go and find 
Wamapi,” said the senior partner, with an impressiveness which 
did not fail of its effect; 44 and, when they have found him, they 
will bring him here. While they are gone I will make medicine 
to protect the Navajos from the weapons of the spirit warriors 
who fight yonder on the desert. Wamapi himself shall say 
whether it is strong enough.” 

44 But can my brother so soon find the roots and the strong 
claws of the bear and the white teeth of the wolf out of which to 
make medicine ? ” asked the chief, regarding the white man doubt¬ 
fully. 

44 Wamapi makes one kind of medicine and I make another,” re¬ 
plied Payson. 44 Is there not water there in the bucket? What 
more do I want?” 

44 Will my brother turn the water into medicine so strong that 
the spirit braves will fear it and fly from it ? ” enquired the Indian, 
with still more obvious incredulity. 

44 You shall see! Go find Wamapi and bring him hither.” 
And Payson hustled his partner and the chief out of the tent. 

The smiles on the face of Payson during the next half-hour 
were frequent, testifying to his own appreciation of the fact that 
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his proceedings were curious rather than impressive. He took 
from the shelf a rather large bottle, uncorked it and sniffed at the 
contents. With his pocket knife he carefully removed the broad 
white label. Happening to discover the half of a celluloid soap 
dish, such as are found in travelling cases, he seized on it and put 
it in his pocket. Then he stretched his knees, stiff from hard rid¬ 
ing, and waited. When voices were heard outside, Payson, taking 
the bottle in one hand and the shallow soap dish in the other, 
went forth. 

44 We have found Wamapi and brought him,” said the chief, in¬ 
dicating the fantastic and not over-cleanly figure of the great 
Navajo wizard. Wamapi was the wreck of a colossus. His sus¬ 
picious eyes looked out from beneath a head-dress of colored 
feathers; and the ordinary blanket was replaced, in his case, by a 
gorgeous beaded jacket. 

44 Yes,” said Payson, holding the bottle between him and the 
light, as though making a critical examination of its contents. 
44 Yes; Wamapi shall smell and taste the white man’s medicine, 
and shall say whether it is stronger than his own.” 

44 Huh! ” growled the Indian magician. 44 It is water.” 

44 1 fear I have made it even too strong,” remarked Payson, con¬ 
tinuing his inspection of the bottle. 44 But Wamapi will tell us. 
See, I will pour some of the water into this little dish, and 
Wamapi shall smell it, that he may say whether the spirit warriors 
will not fly from the odor of it.” 

Wamapi, with the air of a master indulging the whim of an 
amateur, advanced. Payson hastily poured some of the liquid 
into the soap dish and thrust it forward. The Indian, to show 
that he was not afraid, lowered his head and drew a deep breath. 
Instantly, with a yell which was strangled in his throat, he sprang 
into the air, then threw his head back, and gasped and gasped 
again, while involuntary tears rolled down his painted cheeks. 

44 Ah!” said Payson quietly. 44 Wamapi weeps because the 
white man’s medicine is stronger than his own. Will he now 
drink some of it, that the taste of it on his tongue may prove to 
him that this is so ? ” 

But Wamapi had no more notion of tasting the white man’s 
medicine than Payson had of allowing him to do it. The Navajo 


38 


WHITE MAN’S MEDICINE. 


wizard, muttering, fell back into the shadow of the chief; and 
Spotted Owl, understanding that this was a virtual acknowledg¬ 
ment of the white man’s power, immediately transferred his alle¬ 
giance to the stronger party. 

44 Go I ” cried Payson, frowning savagely at Redington, who 
was on the point of suffocation with the laugh that was stopping 
his breath, 44 Go I Chief of the Navajos, summon your young men ; 
tell them that Wamapi has tested the strength of the white man’s 
medicine; command them to leave their teepees and come forth to 
build the road fof the fire-horse. I will go before them, and will 
scatter all things that would hurt them.” 

And presently Payson, at the head of a long procession of mov¬ 
ing wheelbarrows, journeyed eastward along the line of stakes 
pegged down by the engineers. Now and then, without pausing, 
for time was money, he poured a few drops of colorless liquid 
from the bottle in his right hand into the soap dish in his left 
and, with a prolonged shout, which sounded suspiciously like the 
yell of an Eastern college, cast it to the sands of the desert and 
the breezes of New Mexico. And, much to the surprise of some 
of them, there were no casualties among the Navajos as they 
worked their way across the ancient battlefield; whereby the fame 
of the white medicine man grew so mighty that it lasts even to 
this day. 

And this is how Payson, armed with a bottle of ammonia, built 
the link of the road between Bluewater and McCarty’s Station, 
and joined the two ends of the Santa F6. 









In the Dead of Night.* 


BY EDGAR WELTON COOLEY. 

he stepped out of the alley into the street, it 
began to rain dismally. This pleased him, for 
it added to the blackness of the night and had a 
tendency to drive away any late pedestrian. 

He was not hampered by luggage. Such tools 
as he needed — a bar of soap, an air-pump, a can 
of nitroglycerine, some fuse, a jimmy, a dark lantern, a revolver — 
he carried in his pockets, and, under his coat, a folded grain sack. 

Without pausing, without hesitating, he glanced searchingly up 
and down the street. A smoking oil lamp stood upon a post on 
the corner of the main street of the village, its feeble rays strug¬ 
gling ineffectively in the mist. No living creature was stirring; 
no other glimmer visible. 

A few strides took him to the side window of a building. The 
sill was on a level with his head. He tried to raise the sash, but, 
as he had expected, it was fastened. So he took the jimmy from 
his pocket, and, slipping its thin edge under the frame, threw all 
his weight suddenly upon the handle. 

With a report like that of a pistol, the lock snapped. For live 
minutes, perhaps, the burglar crouched in the shadows under the 
window, watching, listening. But not a sound, save the patter of 
the rain in the gutter, did he hear; not a moving object did he see. 

Then carefully, noiselessly, he pushed up the sash and climbed 
in. He was in total darkness, but knew exactly where he stood. 
He could have drawn an accurate, detailed plan of the interior of 
the building — knew precisely how many feet it was from the 
window to the safe; from the safe to the front doors; from the win¬ 
dow to his horse and buggy, standing in the alley at the rear. 

So, although he could not see his hand before him, he turned 
confidently to his left and walked six paces. Then he circled to 
his right around the end of the counter, and took four steps more. 
Pausing, he reached out his hand and touched the safe. 

• Copyright, 1902, by The Shortstory Publishing Company. All rights reserved. 
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The burglar moved his hand gleefully over the door and laughed. 
The bank was not provided with a vault. A good vault costs as 
much as a building, and this was a small bank in a country town. 
So the funds were entrusted to the protection of this u burglar- 
proof” safe. He wondered what the citizens would say about 
“ burglar-proof ” safes while gathering up the pieces I 

Without losing a moment, he filled the cracks around the door 
of the safe with soap, leaving one small opening. To this opening 
he attached his pump and exhausted the air on the inside. 

Closing the opening, he cut a piece off the bar of soap, and, roll¬ 
ing it between his palms and moulding it with his fingers, soon 
fashioned it into the shape of a small cup. This he fastened at 
the bottom of the door and filled with nitroglycerine. Then he 
attached a fuse. 

Ten feet from the safe, a door opened into the rear office of the 
bank, and in this room the safe-breaker had planned to seek refuge 
while the explosive was doing its work. Not desiring to tarry 
unnecessarily in close proximity to a charge of nitroglycerine about 
to explode, he concluded, before lighting the fuse, to satisfy him¬ 
self that the door of this inner room was not locked or bolted. 

He turned the knob, the door opened readily, and he took one 
step across the threshold. Then he paused. In the intense dark¬ 
ness he could not see an object; in the perfect silence he could 
not hear a sound. 

But Something — premonition, instinct, some indefinable sixth 
sense —Something sent a chill through him, and he trembled as 
one who suddenly becomes conscious of the presence of unseen 
spirits. Without the power to move, he stood, staring into the 
darkness, the perspiration standing in icy drops upon his forehead. 

With the desperation that fear inspires, he drew his dark-lantern, 
slipped back the slide, and threw the searching glare around the 
room, lighting first the most distant corner. Slowly he moved 
the lantern, bringing the round spot of brilliant light towards him 
across the carpet. Suddenly he uttered a low cry and shrank 
back as the light fell fiercely upon an object almost at his feet. 

So near that by stooping the burglar could have touched him, a 
dead man lay, his waxen face and sightless eyes turned upwards! 
The carpet, where his head and shoulders rested, gleamed scarlet 


IN THE DEAD OP NIGHT. 


41 


with his blood; the nerveless fingers of his right hand clasped a 
pistol; in the centre of his forehead was a ghastly wound. 

With a strange weakness in his knees the burglar bent over the 
dead man, brushed back his matted hair, took the pistol gently 
from his fingers and folded his hands across his breast. In the 
corpse the cracksman recognized Frazer, the bank cashier. 

On the desk beside him was the following letter, unsealed: 

\ 

Being no longer able to conceal my shortage, to hide the fact 
that the safe does not contain the amount of money that it should, 
and being a coward, I have chosen a coward’s method of paying 
my debt. I do not ask for pity. I only ask compassion for my wife. 

For a moment the burglar stood undecided, the letter in his 
hand. Suddenly, breaking the impressive silence, came the loud 
ringing of a telephone bell. Instantly, involuntarily, the burglar 
closed the lantern slide, gripped his pistol and crouched behind 
the desk. Again the bell rang, and mechanically he arose and 
walked to the telephone. Standing with one foot on each side of 
the dead cashier, he took down the receiver. 

“ Hello,” he said, imitating the voice of one whose eyes he could 
feel, but could not see. He was answered by a woman. 

u Oh, Henry! ” she said, “ I have just awakened from such a 
vivid, such an awful dream. I know it is silly, but it frightened 
me. I dreamed that you were in trouble, in disgrace. And then 
I awoke and found you had not returned home. Oh, Henry, what 
is keeping you so late? Come home at once, will you not, dear?” 

“ Yes,” the burglar replied, as one in a daze. 

“ Do,” she continued, and there was anxiety in her voice. “ I am 
so glad, so glad it was only a dream. I would rather see you dead 
than dishonored, Henry dear.” 

The cracksman crept back to the desk and seated himself in the 
dead man’s chair, the woman’s voice still ringing in his ears. 

That voice ! It haunted him like a memory of the long ago, like 
an echo of the days of childhood. It stirred, it thrilled him. It 
aroused that old mad love of his boyhood. Whose voice was it? 
Undoubtedly the wife of that dead coward lying at his feet. But 
who had she been before — before she married him ? 

That voice ! Could it be Martha’s ? Years and years ago, when 
they were schoolmates, he had loved Martha, worshipping her 
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from afar, for she was a dweller on the Avenue, and he a child of 
the tenements. A vast social gulf divided them, but he loved 
her in secret, knowing that he scarcely entered her thoughts. 

Once he had thrashed a boy for teasing her, and she had smiled 
at him. He had never forgotten that smile. That was years and 
years ago, but, though she had long since passed out of his life, he 
had never loved another. And now — was that voice indeed the 
voice of Martha ? 

Again the burglar deliberately opened the slide of his lantern 
and turned the gleam upon the desk. Directly in front of him he 
saw a picture in a silver frame. It was a photograph of a woman 
— not a particularly handsome woman — but glorified by a dazzling 
smile — and lie recognized that smile ! 

From that face he turned reluctantly at last to gaze with scorn 
at the cold features of the man lying there with the scarlet mark 
of sin upon his brow. He felt no pity now — nothing but con¬ 
tempt — but Martha’s words, “ I would rather see you dead than 
dishonored,” rang in his ears. 

With a smile he placed the letter — the contemptible letter — in 
his pocket, picked up Frazer’s pistol, replaced the empty shell with 
a loaded cartridge, and laid the weapon in a drawer. Then he 
tore the collar of the cashier’s coat, ripped one sleeve half its 
length, and overturned the chairs and scattered them about. 

It was nearly daybreak. In a few moments the gray would be 
creeping up the eastern sky. 

Quickly the burglar blew the safe and scattered the gold and 
silver and banknotes upon the floor, “Now,” he said, to himself, 
“ they will find the bank broken, the safe looted, the cashier mur¬ 
dered ! ” Leaving his soap and dark lantern by the shattered safe, 
lie fled, and two things only did he take — the cashier’s letter and 
the photograph in the silver frame. 

Through the rain and darkness he drove away, penniless but 
not unhappy. A woman’s smiling face seemed to thank him. He 
laughed aloud as he fled through the gray of morning, thinking of 
a schoolgirl smiling at a ragged urchin. 
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Machine 

Type- 

Setters. 


Said to be Hard 

on Operators. 

The work of a typesetter in a modem 
printing office is very exacting, particularly if 
s a linotype or typesetting machine. It 
1 requires the closest attention and rapid and sympathetic action 

of both brain and hand. This machine works much like a type¬ 
writer. Such workers fed on ordinary food give up because of nervous pros¬ 
tration, some in a short time, and some are able to stand it longer. 

One of these workers says: “ I have been at the linotype three years. It 
has made a great change in my once robust health. About three months ago, 
after long expecting it, I completely collapsed, from indigestion and extreme 
nervousness. The daily physic I had not dared to omit for yearn, now and then, 
refused relief and a physician was consulted. 

“ ‘ Change of occupation and diet,’ read the prescription, ‘advise eating 
Grape-Nuts food twice daily.’’ I had often set up the advertisements of 
the Postum Cereal Co., but somehow printers are apt to think advertisements 
are not intended for them to make use of. I could not well change my occupa¬ 
tion, but did change the diet. 

“ Since then have used Grape-Nuts, both at breakfast and supper, daily. 
The results are truly remarkable. The first perceptible change was in the matter 
of digestion. It has been six weeks since I have had to swallow an aperient of 
any kind. At the beginning of my experiment with Grape-Nuts I weighed 124 
pounds ; last evening I tipped the beam at 157 

“My nerves, which were completely shattered three months ago, are 
now strong and steady, and I do not tire easily, though I go to bed an 
hour later on an average than formerly, and have increased my capacity at 
the machine fully two columns of type a day. I am convinced that Grape- 
Nuts food is the food for persons of sedentary occupation, especially for those 
who work with brain in lieu of brawn.” Chas. II. Eckhaed, 177 N. Cham¬ 
bers St, Galesburg, Ill. 
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The Comparative Cost 


»n a io, OCX) Line Yearly Contract, of an Advertisement, ioo Lines 
eep, two columns wide, column rule out, “ Position ” top column 
ext reading, on a.run-of-paper page, in Leading Daily Newspapers 
f the United States. 


Name of Paper 

*Rate Per Line 

(Stated in decimal 
fractions of a dollar.) 

Circulation 

Rate Per Line Per M. 

(Stated in decimal 
fractions of a cent.) 

Philadelphia Record 

.27 

187,211 

.14422 

Philadelphia Inquirer 

•225 

173,186 

.12992 

"Chicago News 

.375 

296,526 

.12646 

Chicago Record-Herald 

.30 

146,000 

.20547 

Cincinnati Enquirer 

.19 

80,000 

.23750 

St. Louis Globe-Democrat .1875 

86,573 

.21658 

St. Louis Post-Dispatch 

.18 

96,693 

.18615 

St. Louis Republic 

.15 

80,000 

.18750 

Washington Star 

.125 

36,193 

.34537 

Baltimore American 

.0933 

70,000 

.13328 

Pittsburg Post 

.10 

59,709 

.16747 

Buffalo News 

• 1625 

74,000 

.21959 

Minneapolis Times 

.0625 

30,200 

.20695 

St. Paul Pioneer Press 

.08 

32,715 

.24453 

Boston Globe 

.30 

193,765 

.15482 

Boston Post 

.18 177,397 

.10141 


EXPLANATORY NOTES :—The Circulations given above are the latest statements 
of the Individual Newspapers. Some of them, including the Boston Daily Post’s, 

arc sworn to_Leading New York Newspapers are not included, because 

pon their recent circulation statements it is impossible to figure the exact cost per 
no per thousand of their different editions for which distinct prices are charged.— 
he matter of cuts, desired by most advertisers, is not considered. Many of above 
ipurs charge an additional extra for cuts. No extra cut charge with Boston 
'ost_*The Chicago News does not guarantee any “position.” 


Observe! Observe!! Remember! Remember! I 

THE BOSTON POST 


(as the Lowest Rate Per Line Per Thousand Circulation. 


Seven of the above iifteea oeatemporarlea charge over twice The Boston Poet a 
rate per thousand circulation. 
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MANY ADVANTAGES. 

Perfeet In fit, never ragged or uncomfortable. 
Very convenient, stylish, economical. Made of 
toe cloth and exactly resemble linen goods. Turn 
down collars are reversl ble and give double service. 

NO LAUNDRY WORK. 

When soiled, discard. 'Pen collar* or five 

^l^sUmps^for t^nple^oll™ 1 or ’ a1?Sf cuffs*? 
Name size and style. 

REVERSIBLE COLLAR CO., Dept. 0, Boston. 



How to Quit Tobacco. 

S? fallen? Sot? r w?'knuwledy 0 °AnTl!n < e k «in'tare 


5 Fifth and Race Sts., 
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TELL US 

I The month in which yon were 
I born and we will send you free 
1 of charge one of our lovely 
(fold laid Pins set with your 
Birth Stone; also our large il- 



BKOOM MUSIC CO., CHICABO. 



LET US SEND 

LEADER BICYCLE 

High Grade, iqca model, for your 
examination. It is the wonder 
value of the new^year.^die^per- 

_SlKSda™ indSign“i« aiS 

trimmings. Weighs twenty-two 
pounds, and guaranteed to carry 

A Rider Weighing 600 Pounds. 

lend for this wheel, examine it 
critically; costs you nothing: to 

--- jt. if you like it, pav 

s Agent *9.95 and 
UkeTt^return it. WriZV 
SUNDRIES. 

iutcliffc&Co., LouirrIUe. Iy. 


Have You Read ••The Whispered Words"? 

11 By PEARL ULILLA DAVIS, the young Western 
authoress, poetess and song composer. A splendid novel 
of 288 pages. Charming, thrilling, soul-stirring! Just 
out- Sewn* rapidly. Price to dents, silver. Stocktoe 
Agent, P. O. Box 1*4, Stockton, Cal. 


The Morning’s Mourning 

As George Ade says, in his new opera, “Ki-Ram:” 


A fur overcoat on your tongue;* 1 hair on your teeth,dark brown,” disagree¬ 
able taste in your mouth; nerves a-trexn- 
ble; aching hair; a "bust-head of splitting 
l agony;’’ appetite — none; movement of the 
bowels—not a sign; present (unwelcome vis¬ 
itor), Gen. R. E. Morse. Never do it again, 
eh? Oh yes, you will. Remember 

"The Devil was slot, the Devil a monk would be, 
"The Devil got well, the Devil a monk was he,” 

and a Cascaret three times on the day of 
misery will make you well. But, for goodness 
sake, be wise, up to the century, and the next 
time you go out with the boys, eat too much, 
drink too much, irritate your stomach, block 
your bowels, don’t forget that you can pre¬ 
vent the "morning’s mourning” by taking 
a Cascaret Candy Cathartic before you go to 
bed. They work while you sleep and make 
you awake bright as a new dollar in the 
morning Always carry a box in yourpocket, 
and have another on your dresser and another 
on your night table. Abo one 



lest you forget. 


Bowels. An 

__»_tablet 

back. Sample and 


fnple and booklet free. Address 

Sterling Remedy Company, Chicago or Hew York. 









































4DVERTI8EMENTS. 


Cook’s Flaked Rice 


The most nourishing and easiest food to digest 



To prepare for breakfast without cooking 
see illustrations 



COOK’S FLAKED 


BABY’S 

BEST 

FOOD 

TOO... 


RICE, one quart water, 
boil ten minutes, add a 
pint of milk, pinch of 
salt, and a very little 
sugar, and strain. 

Three-months-old child: 
Use double the quantity 
of COOK’S FLAKED 
RICE (two cups) and 
do not strain. 


For Sale 
At . . . 
Your . . 
Grocers’ 
























Do you take 


The Delineator? 


Do yon get It regularly S It Is to those who 
do not get The Delineator monthly 
that this appeal is made. 

THE DELINEATOR has been so greatly improved that 
during the past year over 140,000 more women have 
subscribed for it. It must, indeed, be a popular magazine 
when it goes, as it does, into 650,000 homes each month. 
Perhaps you may not be one of this immense number which makes it possible for us 
to give such a handsome magazine, containing so much, for so little money. 

THE DELINEATOR is FIFTEEN CENTS per single copy, but 12 numbers, or an 
entire year, costs only ONE DOLLAR. 


What You Get for $1 
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CANCER CURED 

WITH SOOTHING, BALMY OILS. 

Cancer.Tumor.qatBrrh,Pile.,Fi8tnla,UI(!er. and all 

8 kin and Female Diseases. Write for Illustrated Book. 

Sent free. DB. W. O. BYE, Manana City, Ho. 


Free Trial 

DEATH TO HAIR-ROOT AND BRANCH 

m "hsoes'sell. 

\ r A Trial Treatment 

) V FREE ‘0 A»y One 

Afflicted with Hair 

EyesightSavedf 

Send for FREE Booklet on Eye Ola- 
oaaoa, their Prevention and Cure 
with Testimonial*. 

Dr * Williams , 

B41 / Boy 1st on St. r Boston, Mass. 

DEAF NESS cured 

,-r^agppr^ M Face, Neck or 

| ^We have at last made^the discovery wnich^ has baffled 

Its efficacy and 

able book— Prof. Wilson's Dictionary of Disease, Free. 

New York A London Klectrlo Ass’n. f»3B. 
Walnut St., Kansas City, Mo.Sept. 44. 

liC^h^fib^ k” crip '/ ve n *ffl! 

• FATA 

How t^i reduce^ W 

v?nce gfu thS Jhi^rea^ 

log two two<cnt sumps for mjiing. * 

•' THE MISSES BELL 

17 S and SO Fifth Avenue, How York 

< i .i.-.’ t^!**** 

Hall Chemical co.. Dtpt. £ A. St, Louis, lo. ■■ 
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MARTHA WASHINGTON 
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FOR AN INCUBATOB. ““"a 




Our 1902 Catalogue 

of Jewelry Novelties, show- 
tog several hundred new 

sent free to any addre~- 
upon request. 

Capitol Jewelry Ce. 
Dept.-Z.Ohw 
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Tour Fortune 
Told Free 


Professor Edison, the Wizard of the Stars, will 
tell you )nst what year life contains, wh*t yonr 
success will be, whether you will be happy, ud 
how to make yonr life a real success. 


Every man, woman and ohlld who reads this 
paper should write at once to Professor Edison, 
the most wonderful astrologer of modem times, 
who will give you, FKEE of all charge, a 
very complete sketch of your life, your fortune 
and yonr characteristics. Professor Edison be¬ 
lieves that his profession is one of the most im¬ 
portant callings in life, enabling his fellow men 
and women to make the most of their lives and 
win their full quota of happiness and wealth 
and success. He will read your life like an 
open hook; he will tell you your past as well as 
your future. 

lie will tell you what your life contains of 
hauuincM anti wealth, as well as grief 
and sorrow'. The information he w ill give will 
enable you to make the most of your life and 
avoid the mistake which would cause you 
trouble; It will tell you what to expect in busi¬ 
ness, in love, in social life, and how to act so as 
to reach your ambitions. 

Professor Edison is tlie most noted Astrologer 
living. He leaves you nothing to gness at. He 
tells you the truth as it exists and so you can 
understand it. Do not delay, but send him the 
date of your birth and a Two Cent Stamp for 
return postage, and be will send you a FREk 
lKIUOMPOl 1 11 of your life by return mail. 
All you need do in return Is to tell your friends 
about it. Address at once. 1’rof. II. EDI- 
SON, Dept. 11. C., Binghamton, N. Y. 


Caaablo Women Wanted I 

...iik n 14111 a oenital tn t/n Inin n 


I Cap , 
1 


with a little capital to go into a 
dignified, pleasant and very profit¬ 
able business Come in contact 
with the nicest people. No chance 
of loss. Address for particulars 
(no canvassing to do) 

THK HICKOK CO., 16 Ontorj Bldg. 
Sew HiTfn, Conn. 


Makes Women beautiful 

Marvelous development accomplished 
by the new and wonderful “Yestro” 
method of enlarging the Female Bust. 

Flat-chested and unattractive 
women are quickly developed into 
commanding figures that excite 
wonderment and admiration. 

A new and surprisingly effective 
home treatment has been discov¬ 
ered that enlarges the female bust 
at least six inches. Women who 
are not lacking In tills 
respect will not be par¬ 
ticularly interested, but 
those who by some unfor¬ 
tunate circumstance of 
Dealth or occupation are 
deficient in this develop¬ 
ment will l>e very mirnh ■., v- 

fascinated by the peculiar prominence achieved.by the 
treatment. It is called “ Vestro” and is controlled by 
the well known Aurum Medicine Co. 

There Is no doubt about the marvelous power of tnis 
new treatment to develop the bust to a gratifying extent. 
Any lady who wishes to know more about Vestro should 
send her name and address to the Aurum Medicine Co. 
They will send free, in plain sealed envelope by mail, a 
new “ beauty book” they have just prepared,also photo¬ 
graphs from llfeshowing the actual development induced 
ana a great number of testimonials t** 01 ^*, 
chemists and prominent ladies all commending the won¬ 
derful and remarkable power of Vestro toj*” 1 */?!,! 1 *!! 
bust no matter how flat the chest maybe, I>o m A° 
write at once. The beauty book and portraits will de¬ 
light you. All you need do Is to send name and address 
and a two-cent stamp to pay postage. Address 
iUBCl BBDIC1HI CO., Dept* D » *•» ** W* 1 * 8t *» CM**** 



Why the Magazine of Mysteries 
is Successful. 

Because it tells how to avoid poverty. 

Because it inspires Hope, Courage and New 
Life; its editor and the Mystic Adepts who 
help him are all cheerful, happy, healthy and 
prosperous. , „ 

We all love humanity in the broadest sense, 
and our love makes ub workers on the univer¬ 
sal plane. 

We are optimistic and see the good in the 
world rather than the bad. .... 

We know that the goal of each soul is the 
same; that some time and somewhere man 
will realize his oneness with the Great One — 
God — and be then eternally joyful. 

We try to impress the minds of our readers 
with the truth that they can all have peace 
and happiness here and now. 

We know that the Great Father is all Love, 
all gentleness, all kindness and all tender 
mercy, ever ready to take us gently by the 
hand and lead us in the path of Light and 
Truth, if we but open our minds and hearts to 
Him. 

We know that the blessed angels are ever 
near, trying to reach out to us and help us, 
and this is what we persistently and patiently 
tell all of our readers. 

We further know that these very angels are 
constantly helping us with their messages in 
making this Magazine a beacon light to the 
sad and sorrowful; its every page vibrates 
with the truth of this statement. 

No one can read this Magazine of Myste¬ 
ries without feeling the high vibrations of 
our souls and also the vibrations of those 
souls who have passed on to the Brighter 
Spheres who still, through their tremendous 
love for humanity, choose to work through ns 
as mediums. . ,,, .. .. . 

We thrill our readers with vibrations of 
joy and happiness, and each issue inspires 
thousands of readers to live nobler and grander 

Most of our readers are delighted to spread 
broadcast this higher thought, and to that end 
send us many subscribers, so that with the 
February issue, to fill all the demands of 
newsdealers and subscribers, .there were 
printed 50.000 copies. . _ . 

Think of it! 50,000 copies at the end of ten 
months! , ... 

Was there ever such a success in the history 
of a magazine published along these linest 
Surely this is the Soulful Age! 

This is the Age when souls are seeking as 
never before for the true Psychic Light. 

This is the Twentieth Century Magazine. 

Ten years ago the great success we have 
achieved would not have been possible. 

Our tremendous success clearly shows that 
a great spiritual wave is sweeping over the 
planet, and that at last souls are reaching out 
into the great Unknown worlds for Truth and 

^ftfurther demonstrates that the age of big¬ 
otry and intolerance has gone; that under the 
blaze of the Higher Thought man is no longer 
to be a slave to fear, doubt and superstition. 

The brotherhood of man and the Fatherhood 
of God are to be realized under the new order 
of things. . , , 

The success of this Magazine speaks volumes 
to the thinking and observing ones who de¬ 
sire peace and harmony in this world. 

Get a copy of the March issue. Bead it 
and you will be filled with enthusiasm and 
hope. Send 10 cents for a copy, ox* *5 cents 
for three months’ subscription, to the 
Magazine of Mysteries, 88 Ivortlx 
Street, New York, by mail. It wU be a 
treat to you. _ 

Thoughtful people all over the world a'J®" 
terested in our Magazine. On the 20th 
cember yearly subscriptions were rece?S 
from England (2), Germany (1), India (i\ m * 
New South Wales (8). 
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TO FAT PEOPLE 





MONEY 

*20 WILL 

MAKE 


RETURNED IF 
NOT SATISFIED 


QC 7 no risk 

$Ol NO LOSS 

DIVIDENDS 


MONTHLY PAYMENTS. 


i DURESS 


Mi 


IDER AGENTS WANTED 

1902'M ODELs 7 $9 to $15 

.1900 and 1901 Models, high (Trade, $7 >o Sll 

500 Second-hand Wheel* 

o' SHIP ON"APPROVAL and 

—-_a a Bicycle distributing catalogs. Write 

f meaWg YdTE™cWSf&3°iL 


AGIC LANTERNS 


STOCK GUARANTY S SURETY CO. 

850 Market St., San Francisco, Calit. 
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„ have an investment to offer, espe¬ 
cially adapted for small capital, 

SHARES, $10 EACH 

Profits distributed semi-monthly. Invest¬ 
ment can be withdrawn at any time. Sub¬ 
scribers may take as many shares as they wish. 

Profit for each month dur¬ 
ing the last six months av¬ 
eraged over $2.00 on each 
share. 

Special inducement offered to you by men¬ 
tioning The Black Cat 

Send for descriptive circular. 

L. STERLING & CO. 

506 Liberty Bldg., NEW YORK, N. Y. 


FREE! FREE I gg A 

samples**/’*3UR*ii is^D Uts'and 


™ giyeaway FRE] 

our SELF-THREADING NEEDLES. - 


Drunkards 

CuredSecretly 

Free Package of the Only Successful Oure 
Known for Drunkenness Sent to All 
Who Send Name and Address. 


YapFsBipiTpF 5 ^ 


A your life, or if vou send 10c I will al»o tend a detcrip- 
the person you should love, and my wonderful maga- 
SEW IDEAS. They call me the wonder of the twentieth 
century, because of my true predictions. Only thirty ye*f* 
old, I have made over $100,000. I may make you equally 

-ifulif you heed my advice. 

, B. A. ASTBO, Bos S69S, PHILADELPHIA, PAi 



BE YOUR 


Drunkard 


MILO DRUG CO., Dept. 72 St. Louts, Mo. 


M yself cured shst . 

M.l. BALDWIN, P. a Box 1212, Chicago, Ul 


MORPHINE 

DB.P1EBCE MEDICAL ASE’H, 48 AD Tan 


DREG HARITS 



OPIUM 


license required. Big Mail, Orders, Money coining In dally. 
Large profits. Everything furnished. Our long experience 
la at your service. If you want to begin, write at once for 
OUT “Starter” and FREE particulars- 

B. C. KRUEGER UO. 155 Washington St Chicago, 


I bo taken at home wlthooito- 
_n from bnalnen. Addrea* The 

►r.J. L. Stephens Co., Dept. B a Lebanon.« 

M ORPHIN E 

OPIUM and LAUDANUM habits cured by 
OPACURA, a painless home treatment endorse! 
andusedby leading physicians. ATRIAL TREAl 
WENT sufficient to convince you it W ILL CLKt, 
sent FREE, with hook of testimonials sealed. 
Correspondence Confidential. 

OPA SPECIALTY CO. t Dept. A. CliWCfl 


Bvnsnnm 

[f EM ffliut.it. ~ Unutair's Vital I'riiiuiple heretofore unknor 

MBJ —JhyBB'.&SS 


kwM=ratffiS 9 f 


d thus remove the cause. Confidential correspondence Invited irom au. 

ST. PAUL ASSOGIA TIOM, 46 B Van Buren SL, Chicago, IU 


























ADVERTISEMENTS. 


xvii 


MEMORY TRAINING 


New Practical System for Developing and Perfecting the Memory Dis¬ 
covered by an Indiana Student-Business Man. Is Rapidly Becoming 
the Wonder of Twentieth Century Progress. 

Needed by All, Poeaeeaed by So Few, a Wood Reliable Memory la Ihe Key to SuoceMr 
Anywhere, Everywhere the Person Having the Beat Memory Rises io the Top. 

PARTICULARS FREE TO ALL WHO WRITE. 



For years the world has been waiting f< 
some one to discover a system of memory train¬ 
ing which might be of actual benefit. Not a 
theoretical method requiring months or years 
of hard study, but a simple, practical system 
which accomplishes the most in the least time. 
,- d. F. Urbahns, a stu- 


and attractive that one can hardly help becom¬ 
ing interested in it, and above all it is so in¬ 
tensely practical that it helps one over the 
rough rocks of life to success, where without 
its aid absolute failure would be the result. 
Let the reader recall his or her own experi¬ 
ence; has there ever been a time in your life 
when you lost money by forgetting a set of 
figures or a business appointment? Did you 
ever lose a friend by forgetting a name or face 
which you most wished to remember? Did 
your friends ever do you an injury by forget¬ 
ting you when you should have been remem- 


_ _.dyou ever forget anything which, 

remembered, would have been valuable to 
you in any way? These are questions wor¬ 
thy of careful thought, and when one stops to 
considerthat a system is now being used which 
will overcome all these serious obstacles to 
success what need is there to hesitate. 
Any bank, business house or minister of the 
Gospel in Fort Wayne will be glad to tell what 
they know of Mr. Urbahns. His integrity and 
honesty of purpose is unquestioned. He is 
prepared to furnish plentv of evidence as to 
the value of his method among those who have 
used it, and it does seem that anyone who feels 
the need of a better memory can notdo a wiser 
thing than to invest igate this new system thor¬ 
oughly, coming as it does from a source en¬ 
tirely trustworthy. Simply send your name 
and address to Mr. D. F. Urbahns, 105 Bass 
Block, Fort Wayne, Indiana, and the full infor¬ 
mation and particulars will be forwarded to 

Readers are requested to write without delay. 




xviii 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 



K F. P. C. Wax 

A specially imported wax, chemically treated, 
so that when it is once rubbed over the iron, the 
latter is cleaned as if by magic. It prevents all 
odor, g'iving' the work that beautiful silKy polish 
sought for by the laundress. 


Why ? Because each fine cut sticK of F. P. C. Wax 
is in an automatic wooden holder, which Keeps it 
from dripping'; it never loses shape, and is good 
until the last particle of wax is used. The handle 
saves your fingers from burns. 

If your grocer tries to substitute the old wax 
that spoils your ironing' and your temper, send 
lO cts. for two sticKs to the 

F. P. C. WAX CO., 1 Union Sq„ N. Y. City 
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WANTED—LOCAL MANAGERS 
$2,000 to $5,000 

FOR THE RIGHT WEN 


yy IE are about to offer to the general public a block of stock in one of 
All the largest mining and smelting companies in North America; 

and when the facts become known the demand for shares will be 
immediate and strong. 

Before advertising this stock for public subscription we wish to appoint 
a man or a firm in aU the principal cities and towms to represent us. 

It should be understood that we are not seeking canvassers. 


The work of the local managers will be confined — unless they wish to 
do some canvassing on their own account — to handling inquiries in their 
locality. 

That is to say, all inquiries in answer to our newspaper and magazine 
advertising will be referred to our local managers in the towns and cities 
from which the letters are written. 


The duties of our local managers will be to call or send a rep¬ 
resentative to call upon the writers of these letters of inquiry, and 
to lay before them the facts and information for which they have 
asked. 


It will be seen at once that this is not only a legitimate but a dignified 
position, and we can assure interested parties that we will make it an 
extremely profitable one as well. 

We can guarantee to our local managers a handsome income and 
certain opportunities and interests which will double in value within a few 
months. 


It should be borne in mind that this is not a small catch-penny scheme, 
but one of the greatest and most comprehensive mining enterprises in 
America to-day. 

It should further be understood that we are not seeking cheap men. 
We want the best men to be had. Men who are capable of earning 
$2,000 to $5,000 a year. We want men of good reputation, gentlemanly 
address, wide acquaintance and most undisputed reliability. 

To those who give us satisfactory references we can offer a satisfac¬ 
tory position. We can offer a good income to those who can give even a 
small portion of their time to our business. 

Prompt application should be made, as we are anxious to make all 
appointments as early as possible. Write at once for full information 
concerning our proposition. 


THE ALBERT E. HALL COMPANY 
220K Broadway New York City 
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RPVNDTRIP 

FR°M 

CHICAGO 


The National Convention, 
Federation of Women’s Clubs, 
meets.at Los Angeles, May 1 to 
8,1901 

Round-trip tickets to Los Angeles and 
San Francisco from Chicago, $50.00; St. 
Louis, $47-50; Kansas City, $4500; 
Denver, $40.00. On sale April 22 to 27, 
inclusive; return limit June 25. Open to 
everybody. Choice of routes returning. 
May is a delightful month in California—a 
season of blooming flowers, ripening fruits, 
singing birds, and soft, enchanting airs. 

The journey thither, through New 
Mexico and Arizona, is a memorable one. 
En route see Grand Canyon of Arizona, 
world's greatest scenic wonder. 

Tourists going earlier to escape inclem¬ 
ent weather in East may buy tickets good 
nine months. 

Special accommodation for club 
women and their friends on The Cali- 
fornia Limited, best train for best 
travelers, daily, Chicago to Los 
Angeles, San Diego and San Francisco. 


NgW YORK.377 Broadway: BOSTON,™Washing- 

C w L , E „ V u , E s^te 

108 N. Fourth St ; CHICAGO, 109 Adams St ; PEORIA. 
HU South Adams St j KANSAS CITY. 10th St Main Sts., 

LAKECITV.4M Dooli Blk ; LOS ANGELES aoo Spring 
St.; SAN FRANCISCO, 641 Martel St.; SANTA BAR¬ 
BARA, 6«J4 Stale St ; GALVESTON, 124 Tremonl St.; 
DALl.ASTajS Main St.; SAN ANTONIO, tot E. Com- 
merce St.; ATLANTA, 14 N. Pryor SL 


r^B^ATlfv' T A F E I 
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is sound, restful sleep—the kind that means 1 
good health and sweet temper. A good ' . 
mattress is the first requisite to such l£ 
sleep. Our handsome booklet, f 

| “Ezybeds of Kapok” 

I tells about the safest, most comfortable, 
springy and sanitary mattress made—the I 
| "Ezybed” Kapok Resilient Mattress, 

I which we sell on 60 nights’ trial, express 
' prepaid, and guarantee to be absolutely 
odorless, non-absorbent and vermin proof. 

> Booklet also illustrates and suggests ar- 

I etc.? which can be beautified by Kapok j 
Cushions. Send for Free Booklet. [ 

1 The Bohnert-Brtinsman Co* 

1 . DEPT. H, CINCINNATI. OHIO. 


Can Easily Make 

$18 TO $25 



THIS show« the 
* principle «t the 
back of the 


PRESIDENT 

SUSPENDER 

The only suspender 

sis. Look for “PRESI¬ 
DENT ” on the buckles. 

Triminings can not rust. 

also small size for^boys’ 
or by mail postpaid, 
c. A. KDGARTOX MFC. CO. 

Sox 201, Shirley, Maas. 


ANY LADY 



For Children While Cutting: Their Teeth. 


in Old and Well-Tried Remedy. 

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS 
MRS. WINSLOW'S SOOTHING SYRUP 

has been used for over Fifty Years by 
Millions of Mothers for their Children 
while Teething, with Ferfect Success, 
It Soothes the Child, Softens the Gums. 
Allays all Pain ; Cures Wind Colic, and 
is the best remedy for Diarrhcea. Sold by 
Druggists in every partof the world. Be sure 
and ask for Afrs. Winslow’s Soothing 
Syrup and take no other kind. 

Twenty-five Cents a Bottle. 



Our Leading B/cyc/c.nr^vn 

ate in size, design and trim-i^w jjjjfl 
lings, weighs 22 pounds, will 
irry a rider weighing 600 lbs. 

11 is the wonder value of the year, fg.05 
-s it. Send for full description and large 
catalogue of Bicycles and Sundries. 
SUTCLIFFE & CO.. LouisvUle. Ky. 


FREE 


?dVe R rtl ^;{ 9 ^.Te A ^?«i ,E 

20,000 BOOKS 

kee to your address. Postage 6e. All books carried 
>ck. One price to everybody. We save yon money. 

THE BOOK SUPPLY COMPANY, 
S60-S68 Wabash Ave., .... Chicago. 

-* Mall Order Booksellers In the World. 



suits attained by any system, 
meat given by a thorough uu 

Curvature of the 
Spine 

curaM>y the Blomqyist Sys- 
bod^bul corrects rrcgu lardy 
References from society lead¬ 
ers. I nited States Senators 
and pec«’- vi-a.—*. — 

Write fo_ 

information to 

BLOMQVIST 
Gymnastic and Ortho¬ 
pedic Institute 
CREIOHTON BLOCK, OMAHA. NEB. 
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Good Investments 

are hard to get. We have never 
offered anything but Good Invest¬ 
ments and we always aim to offer 
The Very Best. To do this we must 
select enterprises of established 
worth, permanent profitableness 
and honest management. An en¬ 
terprise of this sort about to pay 
regular dividends forms the highest 
class of investments. We have one 

now so very good that we feel warranted 
in using this entire page for the 
purpose of bringing it to the atten¬ 
tion of every reader of The Black 
Cat, many of whom are already our 
patrons. 

A few hundred dollars invested now 
in this enterprise will yield an In¬ 
come for the next 30 years. A few 
thousand invested now will yield 
for that period enough to support 
comfortably a fair sized family of 
moderate desires. 

We shall be very pleased to answer 
fully all questions and consider it a 
pleasure to have the opportunity. 
References all over the United 1 

States. We handle no doubtful 
properties. We legitimately “ In¬ 
crease and Multiply ” your savings. 

NOYES & DANA, 29 State St., Boston, Mass. 









“DAISY” 



linewlth i *£ob^and n ‘ < Bli«Sc B BelKi*/.*”—Ctonrnmrfol'BuJIrtin!,^ d<iBerTe840 ln the 
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Coffee 



Topers. 


It is almost as hard for an old 
coffee toper to quit the use of 
coffee as it is for a whiskey or 
tobacco fiend to break off, ex¬ 
cept that the coffee user can quit 
coffee and take up Postum Food 
Coffee without any feeling of a 
loss of the morning beverage, for when Postum 
is well boiled and served with cream, it is really 
better in point of flavor than most of the coffee 
served nowadays, and to the taste of the connois¬ 
seur it has the flavor of fine Java. 

A great transformation takes place in the body 
within ten days or two weeks after coffee is left 
off and Postum Food Coffee used, for the rea¬ 
son that the poison to the nerves has been dis¬ 
continued and in its place is taken a liquid 
that _ contains the most powerful elements of 
nourishment. 

It is easy to make this test and prove these 
statements by changing from coffee to Postum 
Food Coffee. 



A SHAKESPEARIAN CLASSIC 

FREE 

If you do not own 
a complete Shakes¬ 
peare, or if you own 
a complete set and 
the Notes are not 
sufficiently full and 
clear, if there 



«lo* n 


atisf 


-ory 


Critical Com¬ 
ments, or no Helps 
to the study of the 
plays, send usjronr 

and six cents in stamps 

and we will forward to y< 
printed copy of 


>ay postage 
n elegantly 


“Shakespeare, the Man” 


by Walter Bagehot. 

. ;.ADD <1 — ; ■■ 


_„_ This brilliant 

unique essay is sold by other publishers 
60c. a copy. With it we will send a fi 
photogravure plate of Shakespeare and 


of the pit 


ive you some in¬ 
formation regarding the best Shakespeare 
ever published, and it is made only to re¬ 
liable men and women. Send name and 
address and Or. in stumps to pay postage. 
Mention The Black Cat when writing. 

The University Society (Dept. E) 

78 Fifth Avenue, New York 


The Train Hunt at Loldos 
A Delilah of the - - 

The Levitation of 

How David Came Home 
The French Doll's Dowry 
The Smile of Jots 
The Music of Money 
Dr. 6oldman 
The Vase ofihe Mikado 
The Pocket of Goat Island 
Hans Kremler's Anniversary 

When Time Turned _ 

The Family Skeleton’s Wedding Journey $125 “ 
Margaret Kelly's Wake $500 “ 

Money_cannot buy more fascinating storigni 


Money cannot buy i 
these. They are a pot 
Blues. Address. Th 











